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PARt ONE 


O H DEAR me ” sighed thc^ frail old lady as she 

faced the steps leading up into Uie railway car; her 
smallness, together with her half-humorous, half- 
desperate expression, turned these modest three steps into a 
major obstacle, a wall to be scaled, a mountain to be con- 
quered. Even the Pullman porter standing in front of car 179 
felt something of this effect, and his otherwise normal five feet 
ten seemed to him suddenly of a frea^ sh size. With a cheerful 
and embarrasse d : “Excuse me, ma’am,” he gingerly grabbed 
the light piece of goods at the elbows and lifted her up. “Per- 
mit me, Mrs. Ambros,” said an officer, .turning around at the 
topmost step, and with a gentle push and shove he h^led her 
in. Mrs. Ambrgs, having set her mouth and gallantly man- 
aged the steep ascent, smiled gratitude in all directions. 
“Thank you, my good man, and thank you so much. Major 
Ryerson. Whatii pleasant surprise to meet you on this train. 
It’s really too silly tvhat a useless person I’ve beciDrae since I’m 

having that little trouble — in here ” Her strikingly small 

and narrow hand in the correct white doeskin glove wanted to 
go to her heart but left the little gesture unfinished, and in the 
resigned way this feeble hand dropped again while she kept on 
smiling was the essence of her compelling charm : humorous 
self-deprecation, and the burden of age worn proudly. 

‘^\nd how far east are you going. Major?” 

“To Washington; got lo tie up a few Ibose ends and 
also ” 

“How nice ” Mrs. Ambros said conversationally, but she 

was beginning to grow fidgety. “I wonder where my daughter 
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is keeping hers^? She always^et^ lo^ in railway stations 
and post offic6S.\thB j ^dvcTt eiltly Mock- 
ing the'way tfx helped 

up thp st^ a elde^^M^ them was 

on crutchaa^i^d odier hMSpa m^a iajh; tb«r 

faces Wene^hfldi^ and vet faces of 

boys ^no‘1^ been flung fl!0tt^nmsdli|lSr^R|Gb flie wUr 
that had 'only nec^fly come to its fitti Tm^^topped ahik- 
wardly in front of tto old lady who wak dbsti^^ing way t ’ 

but at this moment* hiiss Ambros arrived, a breath. 

“Sorry, Nfother; I only bought' the magarinwi^i^mt^.*’ 
she said, stepping aside to let the nurse shepliMiP ,hi^rwarge& 
into the car. Miss Ambros was neither younger om; lean 
and tall, she was heavUy loaded with ma^zini^^ 'hai^d^gt a. 
small overnight case, an old-fashioned plaid steamer^'iitig. ana 
two sports coats, her own and that of her mother. “Come, let’s 
And our seats. Mother,” she said, leading Mrs. Ambros away 
from the ste^. 

“Oh dear me,” Mrs. Ambros exclaimed again as she fohnd 
the car overcrowded with uniforms, young war brides; and 
babies. This time she. pressed her hand discreetly against her 
chest apd supported herself on the back of a seat. She looked 
around for Major Ryerson to come to her assistance but he 
had disappeai.^. 

“Aren’t you feeling well, lady?” a young navy ensign asked, 
jumping to his feet, while Miss Ambros summoned the porter, 
who quickly^ appeared and uprooted a ; ludicrously young 
mother who had spread herself over their reserved section 
while putting fresh diapers on a twin set of enormous Califor- 
nian babies. 

“Thank you — ^I’ll be all right in a moment — just one of my 
little riizzy spells.” Mrs. Aifibros said with her brave smile and 
took possession of the cleared space. “Thank heaveiss“we’re 
seated,” she sighed when she had settled down; “for a moment 
I was afraid I faiight faint. I really shouldn’t have undertaken 
this frip.” 

*‘No you ^ouldu’t,” her daughter replied without looking at 
her. Mrs. Ambros shot a quick, sharp ^ance at the bony, non- 
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I 

fluid myia been really 


whilfc Miss) 

yomgi' Th^^ther’s fljureaBl^SScate, ber movements guick 
and sooMidi^gi^i^, ald^gh wrinkled like very 

fiafejtiSsvilg piiak under the thinnest 

filih of Her h^.'la ripple of white satin^ was 
bektidfvBy gTodiliiiEd add blued, and she had shining clear eyes. 
nlmoSt the eyesibf a child untouched by life. Miss Joy Ambros, 
oh^te g^ei: h^, was an angular flal'ing Dutch windmill of a 
"" " d leathery, her mouth set between lines resem- 
and her eyes in the deei^ shadowy sockets 
Iddened. slightly tired, as are the eyes of those 
cff 'think too much. . . . 

ing the coats on her side of the section, folded the 
$to^er, rug and put it within reach of her stepmother, and 
she took off her felt hat and pushed back her thick, rebel- 
lious hair. “Are you comfortable. Mother?” she a^ed before 
ihst&llmg herself. 

“It’s quite cold in here, isn’t it? I wonder what’s the matter 
with their heating system?” Mrs. Ambros said plaintively and 
Joy unfolded the rug and spread it over her knees. “Jhanks. 
Daughter. What would I do without you,” said Mrs. Ambros. 

“I wonder ” said Miss Ambros. 

Mrs. Ambros put tlie magazine aside. “That ferry trip across 
thO'bay is alw^s so awful it leaves me completely limp.” she 
saidi und as 'she received no answer, she leaned her head back 
and closed her eyes. If we could afford a car, we wouldn’t have 
had to go through that push and crush at the wicket of the 
Ferry Building, she thought. Or a taxi at least. And the 
scramble on and off the boat, worse than ever in these times 
of the home-coming warrior; the wind, the draught, the noise, 
the -sm^ And Joy. inconsiderate as usual; dumping me in 
any iqldj us though I were just another piece of luggage 
and b^h^g; herself conspicuously at the molt wind-blown 
spot of die entire ferry, as if to pose for the Winged Vicjory. 
For ret^on Joy seemed never to get enough of San Fran- 
cisco, especially as seen from the ferry; pfbbably a*sentimental 
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carry-over from those outings with her :^ung man — what was 
his name? Good lord, one tinqie those tW^iunatics spdnt an 'en- 
tire afternoon going back ^^^forth onlthe ferry, while I was 
left ?lone at home to sit and frpt. and worry. Well, in the end 
this Fred Hollenbeck at leasr^^showed' enough sense to with- 
draw in time and like a ge]j^eman. . . , 

Tlje station noises were rising to a pitch, loudspeakers 
booming, all-aboard calls, empty lu gga ge troUeys rumbling 
away, hiss and cl^nk of the starting train, anTthen the'^ar- 
forms and walls ^nd girders and stairs of Oakland Station 
seemed to be moving? bacTovard. slowly at first and tb<^^, faster, 
and then the train shuddered out into the dreary suburban 
streets coming up in the dusk. 

Joy, too, had closed her eyes, better to hold the ii^ge of 
the city she had left behind, the many superinggosedT otfer- 
different images of San Francisco at sunset. When a gale was 
blowing and the fog rushed about in grey shreds and a brassy 
light struck the houses on the hills and the jagged skyscrapers 
downtown, the city might turn into a foreboding place lik^ El 
Greco’s Toledo; again, she was a sparse Japanese woodcut, 
layer beyond layer of island and shoYe line, in ever thinning 
contour's swimming away in the luminous mist. Today she had 
been wearing her medieval costume : her streets of obnoxious 
gabled and turreted gingerbread changed into crest-crowning 
ramparts, Coit Tower, rising from the eucalyptus tangle on 
Telegraph Hill, shedding its mediocrity and becoming some- 
thing noble like one of the watchtowers df the Toscana. Oh, 
trash, trash, twelve lumps of sugar in one cup of coffee! Joy 
thought, her eyelids beating impatiently. Let’s have the true 
colours instead of this Chamber of Commerce stuff. The bay 
in sunshine, a thick cobalt blue like a picture postcard from 
the Mediterranean, but on stormy days an unfriendly Atlantic, 
dark greys with some uncompromising black and whitG, an ab- 
stract pattern of the troughs and caps of waves. Today — ^would 
you say a soft old pewter bowl with a white streak of silver 
where the sun struck the surface? Yes. and you know that 
you would tpake a nice smear of it if you tried to paint it. The 
sickle lines at the side of her mouth deepened. But wait, just 
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before they reached the Oakland mole there had been Some- 
thing efse, a coldt^piiipty sha^ green dusk; Joy struggled to 
conjure up that marvellous grtfen once more and store it away 
in her mind, a ^hite leagnir^ldW loneliness against a bla^k sky 
— and then Mrs. Ambros sthlred and Joy opened her eyes. 

“Now it’s gettin^too warm,” said Mrs. Ambros, “and the 
ajf is' unbearable.” The twin babies' had begun to cty and, 
against all rales, some of the military were, smoking. “I won- 
der how I shall stand three days of this?” Mrs. Ambros asked 
the world at large. Joy made no coinmeift. 

“QdJhe, fct me have your coat,” she only said, helping her 
mother to tajee it off. It was a mink coatf not quite the latest 
fashion, but of very fine dark skins and well made. 

Her Own coat was lamb made to look like beaver; she had 
0bught it at a sale at Mergenheimer’s. 


Soon after the train had pulled out of Oakland a melodious 
waiter sounded the first call for supper and a slow, irresistible 
lava stream of hungry passengers began pushing towards the 
dining-car. This crowded train did not carry too he^wy a load 
of courtesy, but as much as there was of it was shown to little 
Mrs. Ambros. Backs were flattened against the walls and 
stomachs sucked in to make way for her steadfast advance. 
Willing hand^ helped her through the perilous passages con- 
necting the cars tike so many dark shivering tnsidcs of sick 
accordions, and heavy doors were opened for her by young 
soldiers who had forgotten their manners out in the Pacific but 
remembered them at the sight of^ the nice old lady. At the 
entrance to the dining-car, where the steel-grey walls exuded 
the heat of the kitchen and the odour of boiled fish, the stream 
was^ stopped by a harassed steward handing out numbered 
tickets. There was some muttering and cursing, but only in 
good-natured fun, for all these people were us^d to standing in 
queues and some of the boys did not mind getting pressed/:losely 
against the young women who, with their slim sljicks, new per- 
manent waves and in quivering anticipation, were on their way 
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to meet their returning husbands. A few wolf-calls could be 
heard, some jokes, some s^ra infoihji^)DConveEsatiDos. 

“ how about a crap ga g j ^ hile w^'ie waUiOg? ... bis 
moth^f says she’ll take the . wit I Wbb*t let her have it . . . 
only four t^llar twenty and it^s'^Vashable . , . thbe weighs 
twenty-one pStinds, that’s what my wife me. not even^a 
year old and twenty-one pounds . . . Yera? '^d where was 
you w6en we got into that mess at Cassino? '» . .” 

The air greW wanner and closer, the jokes bolder, and then 
there was a slight commotion at the centre of the stagnating 
mass and some of th/^ people in front turned a]:^und'’^hile 
those behind pressed forward. 

. . hey there, what’samatter? . . . Steady, steady now— 
Granmaw got faint. ... No wonder, I’m feeling faint myself. 
... Is there a doctor in the house? . . . Get her to a ehair-*^ 
listen, you, let her through — there, there now — ^give her a sip 
of likker — better bring some water, George — there, that’s it; 
feeling better, Granmaw . . . ?” 

Mrs. Ambros emerged, shaken and trembling. The tou^ 
elderly nurse felt her pulse without any show of compassion, 
and the lieutenant with the bandaged head ushered her gently 
to his ch^ir. 

Mrs. Ambros was an old hand at recovering from fainting 
spells and she did it graciously and discreetly. “Forgive me for 
causing such a disturbance, please, you all must forgive me, 

it’s this silly heart of mine Please, Lieutenant, you mustn’t 

interrupt your» dinner, I won’t allow it, ufider" any circiun- 
stanccs ” 

“Oh, that’s okay, ma’am. We were through eating anyway, 
weren’t we. Nurse?’’ 

“I shouldn’t have gone on this trip, my doctor warned me. 
But, you see, my son is coming back from overseas and I 
haven’t seen him for almost two years — oh, thank you.'chank 
you. you are really too kind, bless you.” Mrs. Ambros took 
possession of the chair and put her handbag on the table. 
“And now.” she said, “if someone could be good enough to 
find my daughter.” 

The excitement fizzled out. the two invalids who had ^ven 
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Mrs. Ambros their table went'to the lounge car. and a niinute 
later Mis^' Ambr^g was ptbduced. and, not without some 
haggling^,p«sw»itted to pass. 

' Many p^bple will staj)^^.te a queue by the time mother 

and daugwr finishing- U light supper. They had hardly 
exchai^S^^a w^i ^uring the meal, Although the younger 
wi^mau -ireated ^'mder one with punctilious poUteness^pour- 
ing Vfuti^r in her glass, offering her the toast, putting sugar and 
wnilk into her tea, and finally paying the bill and tipping the 
wait^ i“May I smoke?” she asked afid only after Mrs. 
Aint||h^,had nodded her assent did she pull a cigarette case 
from, halt’ handbag and snap it open. It was a man’s golden 
tai>TOare,Targe, heavy, and old-fashioned, with a small crown 
in the Upper corner and a few words of dedication in a flighty 
nhodymddng engraved on the inside. The glances of the two 
-women met and crossed on this outmoded and inappropriate 
object like the rapiers of two fencers in the grand salute. 

“You ought to give it to Charles as a home-coming gift, 
dear,” Mrs. Ambros said. “It rightly belongs to him. After 
all, it was Father’s.” 

“That’s the reason I want to keep it,” said Joy. She snapped 
it closed, lit her cigarette, and drained the smoke deejjinto her 
lungs. “Well, shall we give other people a chance to eat, and 
go to the lounge for a few minutes. Mother?” 

It was one of the old observation cars which the harassed 
railway company had pressed into service after adding a bar 
and a iew chrorcSum gadgets. The air here \?as thick with 
smoke and every seat was taken. But as Mrs. Ambros hesi- 
tated, a helpless and quite incongruous Dresden figurine in all 
the masculine atmosphere. Major Ryerson got up and offered 
her his place next to a heavy-set man reading the Daily 
Chronicle. “Sit down, Mrs. Ambros, sit down — you know 
Gedtiilb Watts, don’t you?” 

The lawyer looked up from his paper; he was a man in his 
late fifties with the gruffly watchful expressioif and the loosely 
folded dewlaps of an ageing bulldog. 

“Of course I know our George — as who wouldn’t in San 
Francisco? We’ve worked at the Red Cross together, and in 
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al] shifts of committees, haven’t we, George? 1 don’t know 
what we should have done sometimes ^\^hout our*‘Georgc. 
The rabbits that man can pull out of lys hat when it comes 
to raising money ” 

“You’re very kind. Ann, but haven’t you learned yet that 
I’m congenitally allergic to compliments^” Watts said, hoist- 
ing himself out of his chair. “Hello, Joy, nice seeing ypu. 
Have you met Tom Ryerson?” 

“Only by remote control; J’vc read some of your articles; 
Major Ryerson.” Jo^ said and it sounded as though she hadn’t 
cared one whit for them. Ryerson shrugged it off. Hfe ;^vas a 
tall man with prem-atiircly white hair, and his face was lined 
but not old. Perhaps he had been a young man before he saw' 
Hiroshima and wrote tliose articles about it, she thought, in 
passing. The train was going into a ciir\'c and the car lurchfcd 
forward. Groping for a hold, Mrs. Ambros hung on to Watts’s 
lapels as thougli they were straps. She was smiling up at him 
and he was looking clown on her as men had always looked 
down on her smallness that made them fee! taller and stronger 
and manlier than they actually were. 

“You never change, do you, Ann?” he said, arranging the 
folds of^his face into a laborious smile. 

Mrs, Ambros kept leaning against his bulky person for 
another moment and then she dropped her liarids and let go 
of him. “ni accept tiiat as quite a compliment — especially 
coming from you, George,” she said softly. ^Joy stood by 
with a CLirioiki, unseeing expression; she t6ok a last drag on 
her cigarette and violently squashed it in one of the ash- 
trays. “But I mustn’t keep you standing, no, no, I wouldn’t 
dream of robbing you of your chairs,” Mts. Ambros said 
graciously. “I really tliink I’m beginning to like this train, 
now that 1 know you are aboard. Come, dear, let’s sit outside 
for a little spell — if it isn't too cold for you,” she feaid to 
Joy, “the air in here is hardly fit to breathe; oh, please, 
George, could ^ou open the door for me, it’s so heavy. Thanks^ 
and %ye’ll see you later ” 

Ryerson closed the door behind the two ladies. “She’s 
charming,” he said, sitting down again, “really charming.” 
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“If you hope to write next year’s best short story I’d recom- 
mend ihore discr^ination in the choice of your adjectives. 
Joy Ambros is something much better than charming.” 

“Who’s talking aoout her? I meant the mother. TSiere’s 
something — well— ageless about her sort of charm, something 
our young women Mve lost. Would it grate on your nerves 
used as old-fashioned an expression as graciousnqps?” 

“Faith, Hope, and Charity! Ours are not particularly 
gracious times. Tommy, or didn’t you notice?” 

“Sure. With the girls right in the mkfst of the free-for-all, 
and^nb holds barred. I hcy’re getting :oo goddamn indepen- 
dent and strong and efiicient, if you ask«me. Makes them a 
bit shrill and brittle and when it’s all said and done they end 
up with a nervous breakdown and the psychoanalyst at twenty- 
bucks a throw,” said Ryerson, who was still sore from his 
recent divoi’ce. 

‘"‘Don’t let’s bring up Corinne for a little while,” suggested 
Watts, who as his lawyer had Miaightened out some of the 
mess. “And not the atom bomb cither, if that’s okay with 
you, Tom. I’m on my vacation.” 

“I was only talking about Mrs. Ambros; you can’t help 
liking her; an old number, yet she’s so feminine, want to 
do things for her and that makes you feel good. On her 
hundredth birthday she’ll still let \ou know that she is a 
woman and a lovely one. The younger generation doesn’t 
wear- so well that’s what I'm talking about.” 

“The younger generation liad ihe carpet p?dlcd out from 
under their feet and took a bad fail and the door keeps shaking 
and maybe the younger generation have more important things 
to worry about than how to he i(T\eIy.” 

“The floor has been shaking before and to my mind the 
younger generation uses a lot of alibis. Mrs. Ambros’ life 
wasn*t all sugar and spice cither. I’ve been told, and yet ” 

“You think you’re a wise old man because you have white 
hair at forty-tlircc, don’t you? Where did yJu meet her any- 
way?” 

“She’s a Gray Lady, offered to write my letters and such 
when I was in the hospital.” 
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“I see. You met her with her halo on and I’ve seen her 
without it - Makes all the difference.” 

“You know jtjtos. AmbfosSwell?” 

“Qiite welli foinmy boy^ anci .quite a’' long time* We were 
sort of , neighbours, when I was a boy; the Ballard fanoily 
owned a little summer house over in Bei\i^re and my father 
was rynning tlie inn in Tiburori.” 

“Now I khow what’s the matter : you were in love with her 
but she married Mr. Ambros.” 

It was a notion Which seemed to amuse the old lawyer. 
“That wouldn’t even 4o for a dime novel, Toimiiy,” fit^r^said 
with mild reproacht “I hope you realize that Ann was a 
married woman when I got my first long pants.” 

“But there’s something between you and her; I could sense 
it by the sweet-sour way you acted and the way she look^ ^t 
you — I could swear the old girl still goes for you.” 

“Good Lord, but you’re wide off the mark, Tom! Ann 
hates my guts and you have an appalling sort of an imagina- 
tion. What’s between us is the fact that every time Ann got 
herself into a major jam I had to investigate her claims against 
the insurance company 1 represented. She never forgave me 
for sticking my nose into her most private affairs, and that’s 
all. Well, according to psychology, if a person gets repeatedly 
into the same sort of a jam it is because her subconscious 
wants it so.” 

“I doubt' however, that Mrs. Ambros’ subconscious brought 
on the Earthefuake.” 

“The Fire, you mean,” Watts said with the San Franciscan’s 
customary leniency towards outsiders’ ignorance of a few 
important local taboos. 

“Earthquake or Fire, whatever you call it, I was told that 
wisp of a woman saved her daughter from a buttling 
house ” 

“Yes, I know that story too, you student of San FranciSCp’s 
lore and legendT. Incidentally, Joy is her stepdaughter. Joy^s 
mother was the other Ballard girl, Ann’s sister Maud, that is. 
Poor Maud, I was very fond of her. When she died — she \yas 
only thirty then — Ann took over the whole caboodle, the 
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house, the baby, and the celebrated Mr. Ambros plus .his 
telcbmted violin^ It can’t have b^een an easy assignment and 
it looked 4ike quite a sacri^i^but I guess it was what Ann 
wanted or she wouldn’t have done it” 

“He drank, didn’t he?” 

“Lord no, that was her first husband, Clyde Hopper; not a 
bad guy but a drunkard. If you think that l^s. Ambros is 
fovely now, you should have seen her as a mourning young 
widow! No — Ambros was strictly an old-sherry-and-imported- 
champagne man. A queer duck, the ^continental type, you 
knpv^. He* never quite fitted into our^ town, for all our pro- 
vincial bragging about being so darned cosmopolitan. Well, 
first their house was burned down and next Mr. Ambros 
died rather unexpectedly and a year later, in 1929, Ann lost 
^eyery cent of the insurance money on the stock market. The 
only tangible asset she has left from her second marriage 
is Joy. Now there’s a fine girl ! You may keep your Mrs. 
Ambros with all her gracious charms and I take Maud's 
daughter.” 

“Does Miss Ambros resemble hei mother?” 

“Not in looks; she is much more her father’s child — except 
that she is just as unselfish as Maud was. I was vtyy fond of 
Maud ” 

“Well, if a girl is as spinsterish and unattractive as this Miss 
Ambros she’d better be selfless and kind.” 

“I suggest you turn down the volume, here she comes. And 
$ometime w^en^you have nothing better to db, take another 

look at her. If that’s what you call unattractive Hi, Joy, 

where’s the fire?” 

“Oh, hello — are you still here?*?’ Joy said absent-mindedly, 
but she stopped for a moment, searching for a match to light 
her cigarette. As she bent over the one Ryerson lit for her he 
tdokfthe recommended second look. No, he thought, somc- 
whatjSurprised, she is not really unattractive, but you couldn’t 
Call her attractive either. Her features wer6 too strong, her 
forehead too broad, her eyebrows too heavy. Not thp warm 
living flesh of a woman but a marble statue’s stony beauty 
excluding all prettiness. 
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“I’m fetching Mother’s fur coat from our car; it’s getting 
bitter cold on that open observation platform.” 

“That’s a hell of. a place tdj>ark a mother. Don’t you know 
that these piatferms are the preserve of (future' presidents on 
the stump?” grumbled the lawyer. 

“Oh, you know Mother; she gets restless on trains. She is 
apt to work herself up into a mild attack ^f claustrophobia.” 

“Hotv far are you going? All the way to New York?” 

“Yes,’ and up to Boston. That’s where my brother’s trans- 
port is supposed to ardvc next Monday, we hope.” As she said 
it there came something, a transparence more thg.n aismile, 
into her eyes. 

“That’s splendid. No wonder your mother is restless. And 
young Mrs. Ambros — isn’t she going with you?” 

“Susan? No — she — Susan couldn't get away from the" 
children. You know how it is now with the servant problem, 
she has only a cleaning woman — and little Maxine caught 
the measles just a week ago no, Susan won’t be there. Only 
Mother.” 

“And you, Joy, Tm sure tliat’s more important to Charles 
than all the brass bands and flags they'll bring out for the 
boys.” 

“Oh — f m only his sister,'’ Joy said; her eyes wandered off 
and out into the blackness before the windows where a few 
scattered lights were gliding by 1 or a moment Major Ryerson 
felt unaccountably sorry for her. He looked after her through 
the smoke of his pipe as slic left. 

“Can you tell me why the hell they would call her Joy? 1 
couldn’t think of a less suitable name. She never so much as 
smiles,” he remarked. He Ivid suddenly remembered why she 
made him think of an oversized marble statue. Michelangelo’s 
Night at the Medici Chapel in Florence. 

“Yes, parents do terrible things to children, don’t they?*- And 
oranges don’t grow sweet on the north slopes,” the lawyer said 
“But I assure yon, even Joy was a fat, smiling baby once tipon 
a time. . . .” 
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Shortly before ten o’clock Ryerson had come out into the 
narrow corridor so '‘as not to ftll the compartment he shared 
with the lawyer with the smell of the pipe he wanted to smoke 
before retiring. He was looking out into the night v^ere 
nothing was to be seen, when with a delicate rustling and a 
whifi of lavender Mi^. Ambros appeared at his side; she was 
wApped in a beautifully embroidered Chinese coat Whose 
wide sleeves she was using like a muff, and her eyes were 
bhght and shining like those of a child thg-t had stayed up too 
late ^on%a hqjiday picnic. 

“Vfhy, Mrs, Ambros — can’t you slecfT cither?” 

*‘For me there is no use trying to go to sleep at all. A sleep- 
ing-car frightens me, honestly, it does. 1 can’t close an eye on 
Strain, I never could. The vibration — it gives me my head- 
aches.” (She spoke about her headaches as though they were 
a very personal and particular property of hers. My head- 
aches. My mink coat. My daughter. In times past she had said 
wilh the same inllection : My husband . . .) “I’d rather stand 
up all night long in the corridor than lie down behind those 
awful green curtains. 1 know that’s silly and foolish, but the 
moment 1 creep into one of those hoi rid berths 1 feel as if it 
were a cofhn, and I'm in it, and they bury me alive; ^ choke, 
I die a thousand deaths - it’s a nightmare, except that I have 
to go through it wide awake." A small hand slipped out of the 
large sleeve and v\ent up to her throat; it made Ryerson think 
of the fluffy wtiite%pct mouse he had possessed #s a boy. 

“Anjl the sights you get in a sleeper!” she went on. “I’m 
really not prudish— and you don’t have to smile. Major — all 
right, you may call me fastidious,, but it makes me slightly 
sick to be exposed to the sight of dozens of soldiers’ hairy 
legs, and unshaven faces ” 

“Wby didn’t you get a compartment, Mrs. Ambros? I think 
theyVe quite comfortable.” 

“You forget that I’m not a V.T.P. Conjpartments are 

reserved for the high brass Mercy! 1 don’t mean you. 

Major, certainly not, and you mustn’t think that I am* com- 
plaining. It’s perfectly fair tha5, you men who won the war for 
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US get these little privileges and priorities — but a drawing- 
room is out of the questipttJdr us civiji^-^^ — ” 

Ashaiped of qol^rf out to liimj^ what else could 

RycjsoU'^p ao fcut offer Mrs^ Ambrds the compartment he 
was sh^ri^feiwith George Watts? The lawyer h^d been en- 
gros|i^ ill Some mystery story and was ^ot too pleased about 
RyetSon’s impulsive chivalry; but he put up a brave front, 
called 'the portcf, and the transfer and exchange were accom- 
plished, not without causing quite a stir in the sleeping-car, /t 
was one of Mrs. Ambros’ peculiarities that, for all her quiet, 
modest and ingratiating manners, she frequently bec^inie the 
centre of little commotions, disturbances, and alarums. Fdces 
peered out from behind the green baize curtains, the twins 
woke up and began to wail, and there was much shuffling back 
and forth, much whispering, much diagging of suitcases flTcfm 
under the berths; Mr. Watts, already in his bedroom slippefs 
and robe, had a black look on his face, and nice Major Ryet* 
son was almost soiiy he had ever started all the upheaval Joy, 
still fully dressed in her brown tweeds, did her part of catriy- 
ing and moving in silence and with no more than a formal 
“thank you” to the two obliging gentlemen. Mrs. Ambros 
stood l^v with her helpless air and lepcatcd that it was too 
much, really, and she could never forgive herself for mention- 
ing anything at all about her discomfort, old fool that she was. 
But at last it was all accomplished, mother and daughter were 
installed ki the double compartment, and the two men carried 
their portfolibs into the sleeper. 

“You see what I mean?” said Watts. “Your gracious lady 
played us for suckers.” He was a heavy man and it took some 
acrobatics to get him out ot his underwear, but Ryerson, climb- 
ing the ladder to upper 15, heard the lawyer chuckle in his 
lower. 

“What’s so funny?” he asked, 

“Oh, almost nothing. I just remembered a sign I once saw in 
England. Ever^been to Bushy Park? No? It’s between HafDip- 
ton Qourt and Richmond, and there was that sign in letters, 
man-high. You know what it said? dangfr from deer! — 
that’s what it said. There were those lovable, shy, soft animals 
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with their Walt Distiey eyelashes; and there was this sign fairly 
screaming: DANGER^ mOM ARB Warned that 

IT IS DANpI^bjJd AT ALL Tfkh$ 'k’O GO ' CLOSE TO THESE 
ANIMALS- TJtE DANGER IS ESPECIALLY GREAT DURING THE i^T- 
TtNO iilBASpN — or words to that effect. Every time 1 run into 
Afnn Ambros she msiices me think of that sign,’" said George 
and pulled his curtain closed. “Well, good night, and 
ha^e a good rest in your upper. Sir Galahad.” 


Joy Ambros was lying in the upper berth of compartment J 
and could not sleep. She had taken a sleeping pill and it had 
made her a little drowsy but she could not sleep. Habit-form- 
ing. Dr. Bryant had warned her In the beginning she had not 
known what this word implied, but now she knew. At first you 
r6lied on the small pink capsule and it stopped you from 
thinking when thinking became loo paint ul, and it wrapped 
you up in a soft warm forgctlulncss, and after a while it still 
calmed you down and put yuii to sleep, but only for a few 
short and ever shorter hours It let you wake at dawn in a 
drumming, throbbing panic and then you were lying, open- 
eyed, brooding about everything that could-have-becn. Then 
came a time when you realized that one ^.apsulc had no effect 
at all and you would take two, and then these, also, would 
lose their magjf power. And then you would remember the 
empty little bottle you had tound on a certain morning on 
Paper’s night table next to the open cigarette case; and you 
would fight your lonesome battle and summon all your will 
power and you would flush the rest cV the little capsules down 
the toilet and resign yourself to the long, torment^ nights. In 
the dark all the ifs and ii-nots of a wasted and futile life were 
maiehifig up against you, phalanx after phalanx, all the butter- 
fliea you hadn’t caught, all the paintings you hadn’t painted, 
all thfe life you hadn’t lived 

Tonight, as she could not sleep, there were Charley* and 
Susan and the children — Florian, four, and Maxine, six and a 
half — and something had to be done about saving them, and 
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she, Joy, had to do it.^ Of course there was an easy way out 
since Dr- jBryfe^^JSa,d Jhe preso^p'tion. There was the 

little iobf phf only had to 

opeji %6 out of it all. Joy held her breath ^d listened. 

Her mdE^er ^^as breathing deeply and regularly down there in 
thei^er berth. The liny circle of the ^blue night lamp ga!ve 
outlfe^Swiittming dim translucence. If 1 could only turn On^e 
lighb^tnd read a bit, it would help, Joy thought; but she knew 
that could not be done. Her molher’s sleep must not be 
turbed, the light co^uld not be turned on, and Joy descend^ 
once more into tlic inferno that was wailing for her aV* the'’ pit 
of insomnia. 

Charley, and Susan, and the children, the little house on 
Russian Hill designed by Charley, the nursery Susan hart 
painted herself, the funny toy animals she made for the child- 
ren, the living-room whose ochre walls made sunshine even 'oh 
rainy days, the flower bordci in the liny garden Susan had 
planted, the children’s boi)k> and ciadlc songs she made up* 
herself: dear, mciry, bright Susan! No, Joy thought for^the 
thousandth time, nothing must happen to them, I won’t allow 
it. Two days ago she had come acioss a photo of Charley at 
the age^of four and very clearly she had remembered the lop- 
sided basket which Charley with his sticky, clumsy little boy’s 
fingets had proudly manutactiircd a> a giH lor her own twelfth 
birthday. And with all these memories slie smiled into the dis- 
solving blue dimness of the compariment, and almost fell 
asleep, and almost postpemed once more il»c decision that was 
demanded of her. . , . 

And then the train pulled into some anonymous station and 
came to a slop; there wele tw'o lude jolts, and Mrs. Ambros, 
down there, stirred and woke up and turned on the light 

“Joy? Are you avslecp, Joy?” 

“Not quite. Mother.” 

“It’s unbearable in here, isn’t it? Suffocating. And so hot. 
Or maybe it’s^y blood pressure 1 haven’t closed an 

“Do you want to take something? A little sleeping powder?” 

“Goodness, no. You know what I think of those things?” 
With another jerk and jolt the train moved on into the night. 
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Sopewhere Main Street of the uidcnown little town wa« 
left behin^w^^ i<S palfJ depot, a^teW^Stfect UsJbts. and two or 
three late 6ais. their npses agaiost'the ^dmafk, dozirtg. 
“Joyrt 

“Yes. Mother?” 

isn’t too mu#i trouble —I’d like a drink of watlw.” 

Jpy clambered down, found the bottle, and potired some of 
the stale water into the glass She pulled down the blind and 
til#. small space closed still lighter around them. ‘"Don’t, 
Dau^ter. It chokes me Here- feel my heart. Like a drum 
Wouidat it 6c av.iiil if 1 got an attack o*i this trip'^” 

“^You won’t. Mother, you v\on’t,” said* Joy, climbing into 
her berth again Dov\n tlieic the light was turned oflf a bit 

'^^rm so terribly sorry to be such a buidcn to you,” the lower 
betth whispered pitiluJK “1 don’t mind l>ing in the dark — I 
Wapt you to rest, even it I can’t ” 

^fter a while thcic vva^ some shiillling and lustling and pad- 
ding and Joy turned on the Inzht Her mother, swaying with 
the movement ot the ti un h id peeled oil her nightgown and 
was in the process of <(Uing iully dressed 

“What now. Mother^” 

“I can’t stand it any longer 11 I stay hcie I shall die; don’t 
mind me. Daughter 1 m go to the observation car tor some 
fresh air ” 

Joy came dq^n fiom her bed and helped her wjth the stock- 
ings, shoes, and slip It was one ol her duties and having to 
touch her motlici’s llcdi disgusted hci more iiom day to day. 
l^ot because it was old and wilted but lathcr because this 
skin still was smoother and whitci Than her own, the leg still 
slim, the ankles fine, the arms still almost those of a young 
girl. There were none of the iniappeti/ing symptoms of old 
ag^: iJitis. Ambios’ haii gn.w last and rich, all her teeth were 
proudly and soundly her own, and her digestion was perfect 
Violet sachets in her Inscnc and la\endcr salts in her bath; 
and even for this night’s foray she was powdering her face and 
dabbing a mere breath of rouge on her checks Joy wrapped 
her into her fur, quickly slipped her own coat over her 
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F-yjamas, ^tQdhi£Be<JM steamer rug ovexjtejiraij «Eeady?’ 
she 

me, DSm^ten «« 

It TO. Maybe the porter will ! 
fcnew that this was only sdid for ,, 
;!iened the door for her mq£her and '^ste^t^-.'i 
f'ihe sleeping tram Only now did she feel iJat,' 
piU had muffled her brain, wrapping all things 
que^ veil of unreality The tiain swayed, swayed, drumj^ 
the evet-same rhythm through the night, howling the^ivl^- 
same hoarse call ofc> the train whistle They ^^ere 
thmugh car after car. all sleeping, dreaming, a breathing 
phony, and to Joy it soon seemed as though it were always 
same car they were passing, like the ever-repeated same 
one might wander in a bad dream 
At last they reached the lounge, which seemed much 
bright and alert after all the somnolent wandering There 
^till a few card-playing passengers about, the two Pulltpati 
Conductors were having a beer the eldcrl> nurse was writing 
a^ letter, the baiman Vv^as watching the checker game of the 
twio young ofliceis They all looked up as Joy and her mother 
enterednand Mrs Ambros gi\c them her bright-eyed, applo- 
fgetic smile “What night owls wc girls are, aren’t we?’’ she 
^aid gaily, “It’s a shame but. you see,” she confided to the 
jburse, “I simply couldn’t stand it in there any longer. Let’s 
nope the fresh air will help me ” 

The nurse looked briefly over her shoulder, said, “SutOi^’ 
and returned to her letter Joy open^^d the door to the sm^l 
observation platform The air spanked her face like a QoJd 
hand, ran down her lee’s, and tuegc^d at the pants of her 
pyjamas It woke her up fiom the floating unreality in wbteh 
she had made her way and now she was sorry she hut^n’t 
dressed completely like her mother But then, in her 
company she very often had the sensation of being 
and that had fnade her carder's of herself 
“Well — that’s better, isn’t it, Daaghtcr*^” sighed Mfe, 
Ambros, sitting down on one of the two small benches. J^y, 
instinctively, took the other one, leavmg the dodr to tfie 
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lounge tii^nAltl^ugh 4he pf the train was 

mifch, iosUiP- The 

nightju^^^^ltom^^^th ^Iwffl^lHrer ^ ih»ol|^ning 
y^n^ifc^^gn'thin, ^gg6d clouds. "Hie bliudsw^ wajswi 
h^^Omn^utige, separating and concealing the bright ^prld 
ip^w^lr^m the niglu out here, and after half a minute l^hy’s 
accustomed themselves to the darkness and^'ahe 
CO^ We the rails slither away from under the train andt ijlis* 
affjgear at a short distance in the mist covering the foothills. 
TnS^flection of the tail-lights struck a rdd and green gleam 
tw® steel snakes and here an^’ there other lamps, 
Wtf ^tid white, stood like watchful dwarfs.along the right of 

way, 

— did you bring the nig along*^ My feet are getting 

i^Ves, Mother,” said Joy and, kneeling down, she tucked 
th^old steamer rug aioiind the legs of the old lady who was 
kindly smiling down at her There was a fiinl smell of moth 
balft and of the musty old irimk in which the relic used to 
sleep between journeys ‘‘SomUimes >ou remind me so much 
of your dear lather he ii-»td to ti ^k me m like that when I 
felt miserable diirin^^ those mo sin:^s You know how often I 
crossed the Atlantic with >oi’r iither^” Joy knew it, but let 
her mother go on ”What a re tless man he was’ and poor 
me, tagging after him liom hotel to hotel and never getting 
used to It Believe mi b^mg miiri^d to a celebrity isn’t 
always a bed of ro^es But 1 gutss I liked it in sifite of every- 
thing.” 

Joy sat down at her side of the door aaain and clasped her 
hapds tightly behind her back this l^^o. she remembered, was 
a gesture she had inhenlcd from her father 

’^^^at’s the matter, Dau^^hter^ Cat got > our tongue‘s You 
afO^^jpOl^very entertaining Why don’t vou tell me something 
foi^tfiange?” 

!§what should I tell you Mother'^ T don’t know anything 
ydb Wouldn’t know ” 

*‘Vbu said good-bye over the phone to Susan yesterday — I 

heard you,” 
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lOUsti^d'ine.?' 

I mean 


pto^lcnow,” she said at last, ejusping her hah(d#tslttl 
ding every hard tense knuckle in them, 
g^epjng huddle of houses v^cnl gliding by, the gla^SiJ 
of ^ watchtower poured a passing gleam over the railS^'l 
heaw; trucks were 'patiently grinding up a gradient on ^^ 
visiljfe highway alongside the tram; and darkness agaih4(^1d|;|i| 
trio brakeman apptared, stepping out from the bright car 
thfe dark of the platform; he was canying a little lantern add 
seemed startled at the sight of two ladies out there so 
at night. 

^^Good evening, folks, nice night, ain't it?” he said howeV^, 
friendly enough. “Say, aren’t you girls getting cold? Me.lliKje^ 
it a little nippy but you giils ain’t used to it.” Obviousl;^ he 
thjjfught them young and attractive, but aftci lifting his lanfcm 
and catching a glimpse of ,lo>’s closed face, he retreated. 
“Well, lady, cveiyonc to his taste, that’s what I always tell iby 
mi$sus.” 

Joy tried not to hear her mother’s answer; there was the 
he 2 irt attack again, the headaches, the impos>.ibility of standing 
a night inside. She watched the man testing some bolt or lever 
that locked the small gate in the railing “Train’s twenty-tWo 
minutes behind, but it’s catching up nov\,’”he remarked, ^pan- 
ning his w^rist watch in the small liglit-circle of his lantPim. 
“Well, good night, ladies — and don’t stav out too late or youTl 
catch cold.” He opened the door of the lounge and 
had disappeared through the lighted triangle it was ^rjker 
than before. Joy loosened her hands that wanted to 
each other as though in a cramp and took out her olg^i^tte 
case "and matches. 

“MaylsmcJke, Mother?” 

“If you must.” 

She swallowed the smoke, and its bitter taste ran ipto her 

like ^ bracing medicine. “Mother ” she said, .sitting very 
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Ambros |^as startled, she did not show 
'^seem such a very good idea, dear,’" she 
“I have made up my mind to meet Charles^ firSf'i^nd 

l^know me, once I’\e made up my mind ” ' ^ 

?Jp||^s, Mother, 1 know you But this liijie I, too, have made 
^"^mind” 

appreciate youi being worried about^what this trip mjtght 
Jo to my health, but I never shied away fiom making-^^acri- 
jees. You ought to know that better than anyone else, dear, 
you also know vetv well wh\ I must talk to Chafley 
before any gossip can hurl him lie’s my son and — — ” 
^“Oh, for Christ’s sike don’t waste those touching speeches 
on me’ Let’s t ilk stiamht for once Mother I won’t allow 
to go to Boston, and that’s that” 

Joy was trembling with painfull v restrained agitation^ but 
Mrs Ambios r^m lined unruffled ‘Come now, Joy, you 
mustn’t let that nasty Ambros U mper run away with you, get 
i hold on YOLir nerves ’ 

“Listen, Mothci tonight we’ll leave off all the trimmings 
for once This has nothing to do with my nerves and I’m tell- 
ing you, very calmlv and very dchnitelv, that I’m not going 
to stand by aTid^el >ou luin C h nicy’s life as you’ve ruined 
ttjinp and — and c\er\b<idy s who ever came near you. You’ve 
done enough harm and >ou aic not going to break up his mar- 
You are g )ing oif this trim m the moining and if I have 
to drag you off by y nir goddam lo\ely white hair, do you hear 

ViThat’s a good joke, that is’ Now / am the one who is 
^^E^king up Charles’s maniagc’ I suppose that little slut he 
t^drried is white as snow If you think I’ll peimit my son to 
tel made the laughing stock of San I rancisco you are crazy 
lOTetybody knows what’s going on between Susan and that 
preposterous Larry Grant It’s absolutely impossible for me 
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to let Cba# 
Now 


him. 


re the children; don’t you want th^ 
liUder a roof — with some^ sort of sec^i^ 
aey are your grandchildren, you’re fond of 
r^nt them to be pushed around the way we W 
Hw what Susan did or didn’t do and you don’t ! 

t bet your life^ I do ^ I’m not blind, I watched 

in fact I caught her m such a scandalous situat^: 

was forced to confess the truth ” 

*^C<^ess — but that’s nonsense » Don’t he. Mother, plefts^ 
dott% where the whole existence of a family is at stake. 
evet &^re might be between Susan and Larry, it’s none of ypjup 
bu$toess and you wouldn’t understand it. it’s their life aro 
their problem, Susan’s and Charley’s and Larry’s, and I wou’| 
let mess around with it 1 won’t, do you hear 
time I won’t.” 

‘*Oh, 3 'ou won’t ^ Well, and I won’t let Charles go home and 
make a fool of himself 1 know Susan, she’s awfully shrewd in 
handlmg'her men. I’m suie she would have a good touching 
story ready for Charges and it would all end with tears and fot- 
^giveness and my pooi boy would be trapped all over again. He 
should never have married her, that cheap, calculating chit ctf 
aiJ office girl’ I was against it from the beginning and I 
right But this time she has gone a bit too tar and I just wpridsni’ 
h«w you’re going to stop me from telling Charles what his 
difli ^hile he was lighting overseas '’ 

(Yes, how? In Joy’s blunted mind the question rolled 
a4d forth like a heavy, burning ball as it had rolled baek^i 
frjrth for days and weeks How docs one stop Ann " 
prom doing eviP Certainly not by persuasion and con 
sense, nor by ap appeal to fairness By making a scand^l^" 
forced By killing myself like my father killed himself? 
had that stopped hcr*^ Had it*^ Had iL^ Joy had jumf 
duiingjx^tbe mounting quarrel and was pacing the CQlj 
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on it. The train was 1^*8 , . , 
oiilled her face with a thousand needles* d 
^ low on the honzon, there were now iaiM. . 
or four Joy tried to fasten her eyet. uponth^'^d 
titrate, while she dug with ticmbling, shaking hai^ds'ln 
ckets ot her coat for her cigarc'^tc case but coOld not find 
strangely enough, this last little milure that drove her 
utmost reaches ot desperation BSi^ding down Mrs. 
bros, she said softly, almost gentls “Oh yes. I’ll stop you, 
if I have to kill m>scli J wrote Charley a lettef and 
|^|>lained everything to iiiin, I 11 kill myself. Mother, and viihen 
j^dead he’ll believe me and Larry and Susan, and not you. 
^ no, not you ” 

#s^**You’re out of 30 U 1 mind,” sud Mrs Ambros with an in- 
C^fijHulous smile “Unbalanced I led sorr> for you, Joy, 
honestly, I do.” 

The tram was still ‘^[Kcding up and now n changed its voice 
ag^in as it entered a budge hung up b«.tween nothing and 
nothing, there was some mist hanging over the depfh tinged 
by the tail light, and down there, black and steep, some 
river, some gulch, some chasm, unknown, unseen in the night. 
Joy* backing against the Kiiiing willi her hands clasped behind 
her* had foundlh^bc^lt (hat kci)t it closed ind wat tcanng at it. 
F^aps It IS true, perha[)s 1 am ciazv, maybe you drove me 
ihsdiie, me too, and novv >ou want to luin Charle>, but I won’t 
18^/you, I won’t let >( u and then tjic bolt gave and the gate 
open. 

Ambros had jumped up and was trying to get her away 
M^^at dangerous railing Jo> w is strong but so was little 
^mbros, amaz)ngl> stiong “1 Wvin’i let you — I won’t let 
yd^^whispered Joy, she IdicveJ beiself to be* screaming but 
out ot her constiicted tin oat was only a choked 
W^^r. You’ve killed my mother, you’ve killed my father, 
ruined my life and now you want to rum Charley^a too. 




But I wop’t jet, 
you 



kill 

bm. haiTU 


. rfow.lHi^y (Jh 
^ J^sfeefl her stepmother’s face so cfo^ 
pet so astonished As hei grip tightened arc 
arms, the mouth of the ola woman opened^^ 
and black and shrill, screaming “Help ! Hat 
was lost in the hoarser, louder shriek of thej 
Joy pressecj her hand over this screaming moik 
and soft and repulsive, then there was a shafif 
Mrs Ambr/Ds bit into the heel ol her thumb; and 
Immeasurable lelief as hci lingers wcie digging into 
the enemy, and scream and shnek of the whistle : 
i;;6Sh wd clank of steel girders and drumming of wheels'" 
r$U$’*and the hatred and the fears of a lifetime blended in Oia^ 
blazing roaring explosion Something giving away ajid 
huraing out into nowhere and rot being there any longer, b^t 
afttbis had happened long ago, and often, and perhaoV in 
dj^^s only 

And then there was nothing 

Red, then white, then black, a great empty weakness, as^if 
the blocSd were running out of hci and would not be stemmed. 
And nothing but this nothingness around hci 
platform was empty 

Tit® narrow little gate in the railing swung back and fortfa, 
clicking The train had left ihe bridge and-was rolling along 
thexbn of a steep embankment then it entered a narrow defile 
beW^n rocks which suddenly sprang out ol the mght, ^n& 
rollea on and on over the constricted pass iind out intq ibe 
hilly* dipping land Somewhere, back there, Mrs Ambro&,wn$ 
left where she had been flung off the tram With her eyei^ 
and h^r senses slowly returning from the trembling uOt 
ness^* Joy could sec her A small dark bundle smashing 
the pteel girders of the bridge, dropping like an emp^ 
down into the river, a helpless bunch of brittle old 
bulling down the sleep embankment to their crashinj 
truowti. 



28 



toiSSttdi glad. You had 



tiixaeir^siot ftiWfjiS- . 
red in 

:eutment of the committed ’ < 

to grope in her pockets for the cig 

rette. She held the glimmering match luitu^ij 
bf her fingers, and in the tiny gleam she was ©I 
the dedication on the inside of the open casfe/ 

Geiger Florian Ambros von seinem ^uf richtigep 
(fewunderer Erzherzog Joseph Albbrtus von 
So long ago, she tliought, so long agp. Poor Papa; poor 
X tlorian Ambros— and the glamour of a period of V^ch 
,]^ad sometimes told her flared up for a moment the 
" spark of the match and was extinguished. After that she 
inotionless lor a long time. Charley will be very sad,|!fishe 
ijught, because somehow, 1 think, he was fond of his mdtS^er, 
spite of everything. But it is better this way, everythiij^ is 
[0!^ now. Susan, and the children, and the house, and Ilis 
jjf, it’s all there waiting for him. Mothers do die, even llte 
Si of them, and Charles will get over it quickly. As fof'^me 
;|ie thought and stopped, and then she tried to relax her 
ids and her clenched teeth and the straining, aching%uscles 
tho back of her neck; as for me, 1 must pretend that nothing 
p happened, an uniortunatc accident, I shall have to live 
the lie and the poisoned knowledge and the secret buried 
Le; for me1:hC.'e is no easy way out. 1 ha\e^one it^ but 
frKtt now on 1 must carry it with me and watch myself, dVery 
every step, never let anyone know There must no 
ial, nothing sordid, when Chptle.y comes home, I mtist be 
how, very clever and, great God in heaven! clever I 
was 

later, when she had it all clear in her mind and her 
stopped shaking, she got up and went back into the 
It was like stepping across the threshold into a world 
given up, a normal world where lights were bluming 
ie drank beer. The lights were not burning as brightly 
because the last passengers had left and the b^^an 
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was abo] 
she 



pieid^lQ r- icav what 


. — dould fmve.some whis^?/’^' 

..No drinks served after midnight.*' i.i)^t 
I’ wanted it only for my mother. Jso de^-ia-J^e 
those fainting spells; she went on^t there, you round'*. for 
thg-Scfih air and siie got very di/zy. 1 thought a bit oied Wsky 
^ilid bring her around, it usually docs. She is quite Hi^Llknd 
noiso very strong- or do I need a doeloi’s prcscriptiOTrtj& a 
bit-of liquor?” _ 

**That’s right; .sIk was cc^iunlaining about her weak 
day long, wasn’t she?” said one ol the Pullman conduetten) 
Idbking up from a sheet on which he was making entri&b^ 
‘^ell, get a move on, Joe. If it’s medicine the lady is askir|^,i 


‘'You don’t ought to let the old lady stay out there at flie 
hours of the night, miss. Might catch a pneumonia like as no^d 
the barman grumbled. "'You’re looking as if a wee nif 
wouldn’t hurt you neither,” he adde^l after a glance at Jby’^ 
blanched face. With a sigh of reproach he unlocked his store 
once more and produced two bottles. ‘"Bourbon or Scotch^ 
Straight or with soda?” 

“Tw(y Scotches, straight,*’ said Joy: ‘"thank you; thank yoi 
very much. Sorry 1 had to trouble you.” She gulped her owi^ i 
drink down, paid and lipped the man and carried the dthfi^r 
jigger with the clear, blessed liquid towards the door. 
hand did noic shake. 

“How do you like dial? Fioliahly ahuiiio uid lush, 
mother of hers,” ihc baimaii remarked to ihe conductor whAn 
Joy was out of carsliot. 

“Aw, shut up, Joe,” said the other. ‘"Nicest old lady ycfiu 
ever saw. Mrs. Ambros, I remember her from old times; hat4 
her and her husband on iny train quite often.” Delving inlb' 
Mrs* Ambros’ past seemed to fan a little spark of human kind- 
ness in the conductor’s heart, for he added : “If she fe^ls lainti 
I’d better get her back to her car; giN c them service, that’s 
what we’re here for, after ail.” 

BiitVhen he followed Miss Ambros out on the observaition^ 
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platform was opJy Mis> 

AmbrQS,J!pft|k4W|fe^^ g^ne to pi9(M^ |)K!^mtajg at the 

open swaying and clicJiing With th^Wvc^htlOf the 

tramyand she was saying over and over again t ’‘*'Sbe lOitost 
hhv^ fallen from the tiain in her dizzy spell — she must have 
faihted and fallen out*-! should never have left her alono^ril 
never forgive myself — she ^ gone— and Tm lesponsible for it/’ 


A^ftat thundenng, loaiing noise tell citfwr from above and 
out of it the voice was caUing 
“Angelina ’ Angelina ’ " 

“Yes. Here I din/’ Mrs Ambios answciui meekly and with 
great effort she opened hci c^cs 1 ven then she could only see 
a borderless great noilmi<' >plnllln^ aiound hci in ciazy circles, 
a$ though she weic btmj lollcd awa\ m d black barrel Dizzily 
she contemplated tlut thi^ bki k noihm • wherein she was 
trundled along was piob.dS what the maj;a.ines called the 
Outer Spaces and it made hui dimly v on U i hos^; she had ever 
arrived here Most piohably 1 iin cLad she thought To all 
appeaiances l have d.ed witinu* notuina it and now I’m dead. 
What fuss people make about it 1 wIkh it comes to it, it’s 
really quite cas3 Hut she \va lucd ^nd ciosvd her eyes again, 
^nd immediately she was whnling awa\ like a liny, spinning 
t4>p, a toy of God driven tluongh the black ending void. On 
tho whole, thoJgff It was quite iv,situl anu she \tas about to 
give herself up to this p casuiUb pv accfiij \af uum, nad not the 
voii^e called again louder and mort iirgcnt and C\/en with a 
slight edge ot nervous im| aiiemc 
“Angelina ’ An‘^clma ’ " 

Now she rccogni/cd the voice as tint ot her dead husband, 
and bev first reaction \va^ tbai oi an old 1 imilkir, and almost 
fprgOtten exaspcialion Oh, lor heaven's sake, why canU you 
leav<> me alone ^ she thought She felt quite sick ;n her stomach 
and^ai^ she tried taking a deep breath she couldn’t do it Now 
Fuji iu for it, she thought, now he's going to make a Iqt of 
trouble for me — and what else was theie to be expected? 
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All her life A^m Ambros haji been a ^prough if uncon- 
scioUS[ JM^taphysicai.^sp^jjlirtw <pever ^n- 

tere^^ifb®;^ if she evbr thought of at^ull, was 

a, ^gentleman, shaped after the image of her 
fa^a^l'^WWould dole out her rewards just like the candy^and 
a^^y^^bwance Mr. Ballard had given her every Saturdayl^e- 
giii|B|^*bf her behaviour during the week. As for death'— j^jid 
a quantity she had hardly ever contemplated; fJar- 
ti|^$ltVn<)t in any relation to herself — well then, death she B^d 
i^ai^hed more or less like pulling a blanket over one’^^^$e 
and dropping off toisleep. Not once had it occurred toAi^that 
she would meet Floi'ian in the 1 hereafter; in fact it was oately 
possible that she would have handled a few little mattet$ 
differently had such a thought e\cr entered her mind. . * 
Slowly the thunderous roaring subsided and Florian’s voice 
seeiqed to fade awa> Also the revolving blackness was slow^ 
ing down like a celestial nicrry-go-round and at last it came to 
a stop. Now she could make out that the distant nothing above 
was the sky, with clou Is huirying past an emaciated nidOn. 
Beyond the reach ot the moon s thin light, a few stars. The 
black shoaldcis of crouching hills, and very far away a pin- 
prick of light wickedly blinking at her- a beacon. After she hadv 
taken ad this in she tried to find out where she was lying; but 
the moment she turned hci head c\er>'thing began to revolve 
again, and a pain, shrill as lightning, shot through her temples. 
Ann Ambros, who had nevei known a licadachc in all her 
sixty-five yeais, was appalled and quick closed her 'eyes 
again. The little movement had upset her stomach and with 
a groan she sat up and fviught off sickness. Not that sitting 
made matters any bcttei Slic tclt as stiff and sore as she 
hadn^t thought she could ever become, not even at eighty or 
ninety. Altogether, she icsulved. if being dead should continjpe 
to be as unpleasant as this, she didn’t want to have any of it 
Setting her teeth, she discovcied that her mouth was fulj of 
sand and gritty stuff. FIcavens, she thought, 1 just hope they 
haven’t buried me alive, the idiots! Breathing was still highly 
difficult and, great mercy, liow her head was aching! She'Seht 
her hands out to explore the ground she was sitting on ; sand, 
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gravel, pebbles, thistles* tufts of hard dry grass. The liarsh cr> 
of ttvo wide-wnged night birds Rising from a stunted willow * 
tree brought her back to earth. Shucks, I’m not dead at all, she 
•told herself; whatever made me think I was? But if I am a|ijjp, 
what happened? Where am I? How did I get here? And how 
on earth shall I get a^ay ? 

She had been an ardent student — and later a relentless in- 
structor — of the war’s first-aid classes, and having determined 
that she was still among the living, she proceeded expertly, to 
exaiii^ne herself inch by inch. Bruises airi abrasions on her 
logs,<^^, worse than ihal, her precious nyljf>ns were in shreds. 
There was a little man tiown on Market Si feet I rom whom you 
could get nylons, but he asked b)ur dollars a pair, which was 
a^i outrage. Morco\cr, thcic was a big Happing rent in the right 
sleeve of her nunk ctnit Mergcnheiiner's will have to mend it 
and, God knows, tticy’li charge a fortune lor it and old Mer- 
genheimer will try once more to tiilk me into buying an ermine 
cape for the opening ol ihe opera. It’s a shame my old ermine 
‘has burned yellow, n was such a beauty. Maybe I could still 
jdo something about my chinchilla sloll, she thought; it was 
pleasant idea lo dwell on. Chinchilla is so distinguee, she 
bought, and except for rimety-ycar-old Mrs. Bensinger I 
[ould be the only woman in San Francisco with a clflnchilla 
foie. Having rcsiored her spirit somewhat with the memory' 
if the chinchilla, she coniimicd to take stock of herself. A 
'bump as big as a plover’s egg on her skull was probably the 
cause of her hea’Jt.^he. l lio pt»lms o\ her hands wire burning, 
sand lodged in the raw skin, and her nails were split and 
broken. What a mess! she tb.ouglii angrily. It’ll take weeks 
and weeks to grow them again. Her sloiiiacli still felt queasy 
but the worst emergency had passed and she was almost cer- 
tain she would not liavc to throw up, after all. Breathing was 
still ver^ diflicull, lliougli. It might be only a wrenched liga- 
ment, but it felt suspiciously like the broken ribs she had twice 
suffered in former accidents. What else? Maybe a concussion? 
“Well, I hope not ! ” Ann said Itnidly and emphatically. Shopk? 
Glassy eyes? Chills? Who -me? bond be silly. But how on 
earth did I ever get into this predicament? 
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She trie4 to Ipok up all^the. v^ay to the crest of the steep 
slope at whose foot she found h^self. but it* p^sekeefuse to 
function freely and she Jhad to give up. After this failure she 
sal, quietly for a little while, not daring to make another 
moye. 

How 'still it was, awfully still. It was^hard to bear tliis d^cp 
absorbing stillness of the wide, empty night. At last she caught 
in.^1 the silence a pleasant little sound— water running &ver 
a rock — and only then did she realize how terribly dry^ and 
thirsty she was. Still she did not dare get up, but very sjowjy 
and cautiously shot crept towards the line bubblin^<^uhd; 
across sand, across 'gravel, across the larger, rounder pebbles 
of the dry^ river bed and into the mist hovering over the small 
runnel that would become a flood wlicn the rains came. Sb^ 
scooped up the water in her liands, rinsed her mouth, spit out 
the sand, washed her face, cooled her poor skinned legs and 
the cut on her left cheek. In her coat pocket she found a hand.*- 
kerchief, undamaged; she soaked it in the cold, cold water and 
pressed it against the bump on her head and to her throbbing 
temples. The icy compress somewhat cleared her mind and she 
began retracing lier steps one by one to find out what had 
happened to her. 

Thisqnust be Tuesday, or rather Wednesday, as they haf-^ 
passed Reno shortly beiorc midnight. The following Monda^^cf 
Charles’s ship was expected to land in Boston and it was im- 
perative for her not to miss it; she knew definitely that under 
no circumslfiiices must she miss meeting Cl.Uiies directly upon 
his arrival. But why this meeting was so absolutely and urgently 
necessary, she could not quite remember at the moment, and 
every effort at clearing this point upset her stomach all over 
again. She let it go for the time being and was rewarded with 
a complete and sharply focused memory of the train she had 
been on. An awful train altogether, crowded, full of gushing, 
inconsiderate, and vulgar people. Well then, she had almost 
choked in that stifling little box they had the nerve to call a 
bed, and she had gone out and caught a breath of fresh air 
and Joy had been ornery. Joy is becoming more and more 
difficult to live with, but it is my duty to bear up with her,. Ann 
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Ambros thought; it.js my duty to look after the poor, un- 
balanced-piril even if she does everything to make my life mis- 
erable. Gpc^iiess, if Father had known how everything was 
going to turn out, he certainly would have made ^ difiespnf 
will; I’hi sure it wasn’t Father’s intention to leave me hi'gli Md 
dry, all alone in the v^rld. It’s a heap of Irouble I’ve been fak- 
ing upon myself wim Joy, and that measly four thousand 
interest from her trust fund is a very small compensation for 
what I have to go through with her Well, that can’t be helped, 
Mrs. Ambros thought resignedly, Joy is the bone that you get 
thiijjjvt; in with the meat. Now, let’s see - ./^y 'vas slightly more 
intractable than usual and we quibbled on that platform. 

Yes, and theii? Slic iiicd to remember, wliilc the throbbing 
in her temples grew and the pain in the back of her head 
stabbed cruelly into her blunted thoughts. And then I must 
have fallen out oi Ihe train. But that’s too silly, such a thing 
couldn’t happen to me, she drought. 

Suddenly a veil tore apart and she could sec- -with an ex- 
tremely hard and sharp claiiiy she could sec— the open little 
gate in the railing swing back and forth and siic could hear its 
click — click- -click. She sat up like a bolt, completely forget- 
ting that it hurl. No, she told herself, by God, no. I didn’t fall 
■ — Joy threw me from the train There was murder in ffer eyes! 
Now I remember evcrytliing, mnnler in her eyes, she wanted 
to strangle me, she wanted to kill me, yes, Joy wanted to kill 
me, and she did kill me, almo.st, almost! Me, who saved her 
life in the Fire, who was a mother and more tl^an a mother 
to her 

All her life Ann Ambros had thrived on self-pity; being 
sorry for herself was her element, her^very home, it was a cradle 
into which she crept whenever things didn’t go the way she 
wanted; within that shell she could make herself very small 
and gcyitle, very soft — and completely invulnerable. Promptly 
the tears arrived, a copious lovely rich crop of tears shed over 
her own defenceless, sweet, gra^^lous self. As always, the cry- 
ing left her light and empty and pleasantly fatigued; her head 
fplf much better and, dabbing her brow with the cool wet 
hahdkercliief, she leaned her back against one of the boulders 
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and closed her eyes. But I mustn’t fall asleep, fehe told herself, 
counting up, the dangers Of the great wide outdoors, Rattle- 
snakes^ Des^h tats. Gila monsters,>^R earning dogs. Coyotes. 

Indians and rapacious tramps. And with th^it , she 
wqulahaVe fallen asleep, had not the voice called her again. 

"‘Angelina! Angelina!” 

'‘"Ofi, for Pete’s sake, can’t you see T’m tired?” she muttered 
but Hhe voice was insislcnl. 

‘*^Angelina, you can t slay here. It’s a matter of life and 
death.” 

“All riglit, all ri^i^ht, you don’t have to shout at rrtSy^^m 
coming,” she muttered. Supporting herself on the boulder, 
struggling and kicking like a horse that has fallen on a sleet- 
covered strecl, she hauled herself up, (irst on her raw-skinned, 
knees, then straightening her baek, and at last, with an utmost 
effort, she was standing on her feet. Bxperimentaily she moved 
one leg and then the other: they worked. 

Swaying, stumbling diz/ily o\er the bumpy ground, she 
dragged herself avvay from the plaee of her accident. 
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H PART TWO ^ 




1 SHALI. call you Ain’^elina/’ said I“^lta*ian Ambros when 
^ he saw Ann Ballard tor ilic first lime. She was only 
fifteen, a schoolgirl painfully awa.re of her short skirt 
exposing thin legs in iihbcd l)iack codon stockings, whereas 
Maud, safely past eighteen, wore a long, (lowered cballis gown 
and had her hair up. That was the beginning of it all, and if 
Ann had been the older ,^lste^ die day she met FJorian, every- 
thiftg would ha\'c lurned out dsilerciUly. 

Before that day there hati been tlie mirrors, always. They 
fascinated hei, she could ^lare for a long time at the loveliness 
in the mirror that was herself, her own face, her smile, her 
hands; she would move them like a lady, she would try various 
kinds of smiles, all oi them grown-up. vShc would flutter her 
eyelids or lower them or open wide her clear brown eyes to see 
herself mirrored once more, tin) and perfect, in the mirrored 
reflection of lier^ark pupils; it w-as like liiose drefims in which 
you were iloaling ihroueh doors and doors and doors without 
an end. . . . 

"Tl’sa bad you looka so much in da mirror, Anina mia, 
someday da devil lie jump out and catch >ouT her Italian 
nursemaid Beatrice would scold her. 

“Lei him jump, Tm not afraid of him.’’ 

The day Florian left San ITmcisco witlioiit so much as a 
goodbye for her, she had beateii their little dog. 5he was tossed 
about by such a rage of hurt and disappointment that she had 
to let it out somehow and so she beat up the dog. “He must be 
punished, the dirty, dirty, dirty . . 
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“But he’s just a little pup/’ Maud said* *‘Co‘me tQ Maud, you 

poor little tbbg,Nthere, there and Jolly tap-danced across 

the^ slippery ^dor and licked Maud’s feet. 

‘'^fPopltJiflle pup! He was lying on my bed again; he’ll neven 
learn ihanncrs if I don’t beat him up.” 

same might be said about you/[ retorted Maud. Ann 
cotild ‘gladly have strangled her right then and there. 

. and these are my two girls.” Mr. Ballard had said by 
way of introduction the day he brought Morian Ambros tO 
tlteir home on Clay Sttecl. “Come here, Maud. I want you to 
meet Mr. Ambros, grc*it Monan Ambros. Now what/^b I 
get for snatching up a celebrity like him rigiil from under the 
nose of old Mi. Bensmger and dragging him here for you 
ladies to shake hands vvitli? Aren’t you thrilled?” 

“Why, Mr. Baliaid!” Mis Ballard exclaimed, all aflutter. 
Maud’s always high-coiourcd cheeks flushed a still deeper pink 
and her hands wanted to go inio hiding in shame at being so 
large and chap[K\I- 

Mr. Ambios cainc away from tlie new giand piano in whose 
curve he had been nonchalantly leaning; he bowed from the 
waist and kissed Maud’s embairassed hand as though it were 
the most natural thing fo do. It was the fust hand-kissing Ann 
had seed executed outside ot a stage play , and she watched the 
dazzling perloimancc wjlli ania/^d and hungry eyes. “But, 
please, 1 have ivn been piopciJy mtioduecd to this other 
charming young lady,” he said in his too careful, foreign- 
sounding English he leined tils smile awavhrom Maud and 
upon Ann. 

“Oh, the little one'^ Thai’s oni Annie. Make your curtsy, 
Annie,” Mis. Baliaul said, and Ann could ha\c kicked her 
mother in the stoutly loi s(',ed siomach. However, she advanced 
gracefully, cancelling out tlic lequired curtsy by holding out 
her hand with a nilher regal gesture, b^ortunatcly slie had had 
the presence of mind lo wash her hands bclore rushing down- 
stairs and to loosen the ends of her tightly plaited schoolgirl’s 
braids to let her hair ripple quite accidentally over her 
shoulders. Blonde hair was raie in San Francisco; the papers 
warned constantly that dyes might paralyse the brain, and 

38 



only a few fast women were known to take the professional 
risk of using henna on’ their hair and belladonna in their eyes.* 

"‘How do you do, Mr. Ambros,’^ Ann said, purposefully 
catching a few thousand glints from a slanting sunbeam in Jb|^‘ 
trusses. 

Florian Ambros looked with a quizzical smile down upon 
her small adolescent person. “Annie?” he said, tasting the dull 
souhd of if. “It is not a good name for you. If you do not naind 
I shall call you Angelina.” Her outstretched hand remained 
unkissed, but he took it in his and held it and then he cupped 
hrsKilher hand over licrs in a gesture of sf ontaneous warmth. 
“It means little angel, you know,” he sairf. 

Ann looked up at him through her eyclaslics. “Thank you, 
Ambros; I know a little Italian myself.” she said, proudly 
demure. 

“From licr nurscniaid ” Mr. Ballard said somewhere in 
a far-off dista.nc : 

The moineni his hands onvclopcd hers \{ happened. It felt 
like«the time Mi>s ki^hlK'in had. jiu^t for instruction’s sake, told 
them to form a chain and then .cnl an electric current tlirough 
the class. 'The new sensatiem vvas lingjiiig all through her, up 
and dowm licv sjane, cold in the nape (d her neck, hot in her 
face, heavy in her knees. Mr. Ambros’ fingers wope long, 
strong, and each (d' them seemed fo have a life of its own, 
giving off rays or vv!iatc\er il was the lingers of a world-famous 
violinist would do to \(ui. '^hc dia not dare look at them but 
she saw all the me that ihe\ \,er.* pak', like vhc keys on 
Grandma Ballard’s idd upr.yhl, a bit >cllowed with nicotine 
stains, and they smelled jai* 'b' and wickedly of cigaretics. He 
was still holding liei liaiid and he v\as going to call her 
Angelina. 

The important mecOng tot<{s plaes: within the panelled walls 
of theiii so-called lihiary, whic«i since the recent acquisition of 
the grand piano had been rciamicvl Our Njiisic Room. Gam- 
bolling cherubs on the ceiling, igh Chinese \ascs filled with 
bulrushes and pampas grass in the corners, William Shakes- 
peare’s collected works and A Treasure Chesi of Wisdom in 
Sijp Volumes in the glassed-in bookcase. There was a great 
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deal of refinement and culture about,;, yet Angelina sensed 
that Mother was angry kt Fa.ther for bringing Mr. Ambros 
along^ without previous|announcemeitt and preparation. There 
jljad^ hardly been time to snatch the muslin covers frorn the 
brocaded settee and pull up the blinds. Of course, Mrs. Ballar<J 
would have preferred to open the big parlour and invite some 
bfiibr friends and all of her rivals for'thc rare occasion. But 
Father, natural and informal almost to a fault, frequently did 
things like that on the spur of the moment. Yet Father \ya^ 
liked and respected cvciywhcre. allnough he was only a 
tniner^s son and h^d grown up without much schoolin^jj ' a 
mining camp near Vlaccrv ille. Rut then, i-athcr neither made 
a secret of liis hun'iblc beginnings nor was he boastful about if 
like some others of i!ie successful selRmadc men downtowij. 
Father was a gentleman. Father was kind and generous. 
Father was fun, Father was pretty wonderful altogether, Ann 
thought. She was proud of Father- most of the time at least. 
It v^’as a pity Father should be married to a crabby nuisance 
like Mrs. Ballard, who tonight would be nagging Father, for 
having embarrassed lier, although yon could see she was 
pleased he had caught the lion at all. 

Florian Ambros’ C(>ming concert was the talk of the town, 
his impresario had seen to that. Poster^ everywhere, interviews 
in all the papers, little anecdotes, portrait sketches, quotations 
frorn the raving write-ups he liad received in New York, 
Boston, Philadelphia; and as a more tangible proof of the 
great young, violinisrs fame the public had F .s*:}n informed that 
his fee for a concert was never less than a thousand and some- 
times as much as two thousand dollars. ‘"Not had, eh?” Mr. 
Ballard, Real Estate, had said to Mr. Ainsworth of Wells» 
Fargo. “Let’s suppose that feller gets an average of twelve 
hundred per evening, and say he plavs just twice a week, with 
three months taken olf for the dead season -well, it g^ves him 
still a cool ninety-live thousand gross income a year. Just for 
having fun with his liddle, while you and me have to do a lot 
of hustling fdr every nickel we earn. Maybe I ought to ^h^vp 
Stuck to my mouth organ!” There was no malice ip such 
remarks, rather a good-natured and amused respect. 
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‘IVe seen your picture in the papers, Mr, Ambros, and Tvc 
read every word Aey pnnted about you,” Ann said breath-^ 
lessly.' “It must be ^simply wonderful to be so famous, Mr. 
Ambtos.” She had gleaned from the Ladies' Home Jqurn^ 
that the best way to a man’s heart was to flatter him at any 
and all occasions. It seemed you couldn’t piit it on too thick 
and, accordingly, Ann looked up to Ambros in unconcealed 
adoration, pressing her free hand to her still too small bo^m 
as if almost but not quite swooning. Mr. Ballard chuckled at 
his little daughter’s attempt at acting llie lady but Mrs. Ballard 
fro^yned, because children were not supposed to monopolize 
the cbnvcrsation. "W!iy don’t you go anil/gct your autograph 
album, dear? The child is collecting autogjTiphs, Mr. Ambros. 
She’s got President Cleveland and Mayor Sutro and May 
Jrwin — and whom else, Annie? Haven’t you got John Drew? 
I’m certain Mr. Ambros will let }ou have his, too, if you ask 
him nicely.” 

‘T shall be greatly honoured tv) find myself in such splendid 
conyiany,” Ambros replied, and Ann sensed the sheer embit- 
tering sarcasm of it. 

“I’ve stopped coilceling autographs long ago,” she said 
quickly, “It’s silly, don't >ou ihink so, Mr. Ambros? I mean 

it’s all right for littlv:^ brats, but ” and suddenly sl^ threw 

short skirt, ribbed .stockings, and all the rest to the wind and 
the young woman into whom she had matured while he was 
holding her hand looked full into Jiis eyes and said enticingly: 
“It would be dilicrcnt il you wrote me a letter; ^ real letter 
from you I should acee[)t with pleasure." 

“Thank you, Angelina ! But if I wrote yv)u a letter — would 
you answer me?” lie said, pulling out his gv>lden cigarette case, 
as if to cover up some unspoken sob ret between them. “Do 
you smoke, Mrs. Ballard? Miss Maud?” 

“Mercy, how would I? .And my daughter — the very idea, 
Mr. Ambros!” 

“i^d why not? My motlier smokes constantly; cigars, at 
that. , I fear T have inherited all her vices anc^ none of her 
virtues.” 

It was at this point that Maud pushed herself into the 
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conversation. “I saw your picture too! I think it was dreadful; 
•not a Wt like yon/? she s^d. 

“Whyv Maufl, how can you say such a thing,”* Mrs* Ballard 
oat;appaDed, and Maud subsided while Mrs. Ballard was 
sailing ahead. “I’m so glad Mr. Ballard bought tickets for yojhr 
cohcei^ early enough, it’s been sold out two weeks in advance.” 

" “Well — er— 1 hope the programme i am playing will not 
bors? you too much, it is a bit heavy,” Ambros said, instinc- 
tively glancing at the giand piano with the fringed Spanish' 
shawl, the clutter oi silver-fiamed photos, the little marble 
CUpid aiming his dait at the world at large; with its aburidgrice 
of mothei-ot-pc.iil i>iiay the instninient looked like a riclCfat, 
6verdressed widow. It as a \cry expensive grand piano and 
blatantly unused 

“Oh, you musiu’t say that, Mr Ambros, I’m sure we’ll all 
love your programme, especially now that we know you ip 
person,” said Mrs P>allard, always ready with a few drops of 
rancid coiuersalional oil 

But Ambros had Uvii lieiiJ hci, he \\a> still preocciioied 
with his progiammc Mt 1 ombaidi wained me not to play^ 
the Beethoven conceito, he claims that San I ttincisco is not 
used to such scl!oe^ nuisiL., hut, Hetn^oiL wihd do tlicy expect 
me to piay? Onl\ tueh ' C)nl> Sch^nd uml Paganini? 

Sarasate*^ ViciKicmps ^ That sort ( f thing I play very badly 
and I simpl> wdl not do it (list to please anv Signor Lombardi. 
It is Bach, Mozait PLclhoveii— oj nothing 

“I love the hc'^Hh'«\en concerto/’ Maud ^dd unexpectedly, 
“I can’t hear it oUen enough. Sir H3man pkoed it in one of 
his musicales, two years <»go, and 1 pestered him to play it 
privatelv some nmio loi us, a friend ol mine who studies ^ith 
him and me. The>e u lluu one iiiclodv m the second movement 
— ^it goes thiougn and thiougli - ” 

“Yes? hJiciii wah} , it <ioes, Maud Ambros said with 
a flicker of interest, but Maud diicd up immediately ana would 
net speak anothci word 

“Maud IS very musical," Mrs Ballard explained; “shc*$ had 
piano lessons ever since she was seven. Maybe you W^,"tp 
play something for Mi. Ambros, dear?” 
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“Oh, please/ d<^ npt ttbuble yourself,” he s^id hastay,.“And 
Angelina? Is she musical too he asked and his left eyebrow, 
the arrogant, sa^astic one, went up. 

“Fm sorry, Mr. Ambros, I can’t do a single trained-monkeys 
trick. I can’t play a thing. But I love to listen ” 

“Good. During the foncert I shall IcH myself. Miss Maud 
likes Beethoven, and little Angelina is listening, and I shall try 
niy l>est to please you.” 

“In fact we did not intend to take Annie along, the child is 
so excitable,” said Father. “Dr. Bryant wants her to be in bed 
by rilne o’clock at the latest. She is very delicate, our little 
girl, very delicait\ aren’t >ou, Annie? Mo, ^ve didn’t plan on 
taking her to the concert.” 

The tears shot hotly into her eyes but sfic caught them in 
her eyelashes Vvhilc she kept on smiling her bravest and most 
touching little smile. Ambros couldn’t liclp but notice it and 
once more he took her hand into his. Not Maud’s hand, for all 
her bragging and blustering about Beethoven, but Angelina’s. 
“Mt.*Ballard-- and you, i(v>, Mrs. Ballard- if I beg you very 
nicely you will make an exeeplion this vmc lime, nicht wahr? 
I shall play much, niiich belter when I know that little 
Angelina is in the audience,” he ^nid. 

It was as near a deck, ration of love as a gentleman dare 
make to a young lady in the [)i\>.cnce of her [)arents. ... 


Of course Annie arranged to be taken to the concert; she 
had overrun Mrs, !>allard’s objections, wheedled Maud jn to 
letting her Ivivc last year's pink tatfeta, Nsith the ruiilcs, bribed 
Miss Adams, their old seamstress, into lilting it for her and 
filling out the front with tiers of niching, and finally she had 
overpowered Father by tlie sheer tielight b.e took in seeing his 
little daughter in her first long (^ress. From the moment the 
faifiily, entered the Tivoli she fell that all eyes .were on her 
andL^ieyery rustic and whisper of the crowded house was a 
comment on her glorious pretlincss. She was giddy with excite- 
ment, the small bunch of roses in her hair trembled incessantly, 
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kid gloves 

grew^ bojider an^ coldet; of "the music she did not hear much 
becaiise she was too busy letting everybody see How. enrap- 
iur^ she w^s listening. There were moments, though, ^jjien 
she felt as if Florian Ambros’ fingers were not playing on h^s 
yiolin but on some vibrating strings wi hin herself. She did dot 
)s:now then — and not for many years to come — that she was 
jealous of liis violin. The way he was caressing her, (for" tp 
Angelina that singing instrument with its curves and narrowly 
waist and long slender neck had immediately become a She 
and a rival), the v^ay he picked that liddle up ever so gently, 
bedding her on a soft while silk pad on his shoulder, tucking 
her under his ehin, bending his ear to her as though she were, 
whispering sweet secrets to him; the way he gave her all his 
attention, fondling her even during the brief intervals when, 
he was not playing but let the moth-eaten old creature at the 
piano tinkle on by herself: it made Angelina wish bitterly to 
change places with that stupid piece of wood. All the time she' 
was waiting for him to notice her, third low, centre, gi^e her 
a sign of recognitiem, a >mile, a wink, something to single her 
out for the whole audience to see. But Fhaian Ambros on the 
concert stage was completely dilTcrenl from tlie elegant young 
gentleman he had been on his improvised visit to their music 
room. In the hard redcction of the fov)ilighis, his lace changed 
to a pale, sharply cut mask with black holes for eyes, he had 
become a deadly serious stranger, a fierce sleepwalker who 
almost frightened her. Only when the afJp'iaiise came down 
upon him like a polite cloudburst did he seem to w'ake up and 
be liis princely seif again, bowing from the waist, raising his 
arrogant left cyebiow, anti smiling into the audience as though 
he had just shared a good joke with them. Ann jumped from 
her seat, cheering and waving to catch his attention, but Mr^. 
Ballard pulled her quickly down again and Mand mutteted 
irritably: “Oh, for land's sake, wSis, don't act like a baby,«” 
Mr. Ballard^ very smart in his tailcoat and smelling divinply 
of the brilliantinc on his beard, put a consoling, white-gIpVed 
hand on his little giiTs shoulder. “There, there, what’s the 
matter, Annie? The child is all a-trcmble. Mama.” 
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“1 knew it .would l?Q,too much for her ! >1 shan’t be surprised 
if she runs a fem^iiSture by tomorrow/’ said Mrs. Baflard. 

“Shush,” Maud silenced her parents as Ambrcs was making 
an ahnohncment: “Now I shall with your kind permission play 
Bacii’s Air on the G String for you.” 

“For you ” he sfid, suddenly directing his smile at the 

third row, centre, as if he and Angelina were alone and no one 
else counted in the entire sold-oiit theatre. While he was plac- 
ing the lonesome piece she was making rapid progress; she had 
already married him, together they travched to New York, 
lUondon, Paris, and Rome, she spoke French li!:e a native,, she 
was presented at Buckingham Palace and/syacefully yet with 
dignity, she rejected the gay Prince of Wales's proposition to 
become his mistress. She wore a gown of the finest alencon lace 
with a train five feet long, and a sensational string of pearls, 
and wherever they went people whispered : ‘‘ fliat’s her, that’s 
Mrs. Anibros, tliat's the lovely young bride Florian Ambros 

brought himself from America '* and then the ejicore was 

playM out and people lett their seats and pushed forward to 
the footlights to clamour for another and yet another encore. 

For this town liad a gaigantiian and indiscriminate appetite 
and a very good digestion; fouriccn-course meals, magnum'sp 
of champagne, beauty represented by a host of lively, ample- 
bosomed women; art in die shape of countless marble statues 
and bronze figures, a lusty, overllowing too-rnuchness of every- 
thing. The town icad books, the thicker the better, filled her 
shining new libraiWs with classic, n ligious, and profane litera- 
ture by the yard; the town adorcal the stage in all its forms, 
from vaudeville and minstrel show's all the w'ay up to Hamlet 
-and Tristan and ! solder the town grajefull} devoured music, 
whether it was a mareli played by a brass band or a Beethoven 
concerto played by Florian Ambros. But always, warmly arid 
innbeenily, San Francisco loved tlic artist more than his art, 
the actor more than tlie drama, tlic virtuoso more than the 
IriUSic he interpreted : the person more than the work. Ambros’ 
programme had iiv.lecd been too serious for the local taste; 
arid the clamour for more and more was the clamour of 
children who refuse to be sent from the table w/ithoiit a good 
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measure of sweet and fluffy dessert. But at last jthe asbestos 
curtain canle down,, the gas-lit chandelier was turned off, and 
the evening had come to an end. 

*^Come on, little chicken, Beatrice is waiting outside;vi"|J. 
take you to the carriage while Mama and Maud go backi^tagei,,^ 
Father said, touching her shoulder ai\d holding her cape to 
wrap her up. Ann’s cup had been overflowing with sweetness 
but now it turned \o \inegar. She had known all along tjiat 
her parents and, inluriatingly enough, Maud too were invit^ 
to a reception Mr. and Mrs. Bensinger were giving in Floria)qi 
Ambros’ honour; but it had not t)ccurrcd to her that they 
intended to pack her oil and send her home like this. If she 
could not sliow herself to Mr. Ambros in her long dress the 
whole evening made no sense; God alone knows what dizz-^ 
hopes her fifteen years had pinned on his seeing her, so lovely, 
so grown-up, a full-fledged lady down to the whispering 
taffeta frillies inside her skirl; and now lliis crushing dis-» 
appointment, this unbearable indignity. 

‘‘But — but. Father — that’s simply impossible — 1 must at 
least thank Mr. Ambros -he will think I’m neglecling him-- — ” 
she said with strained self-control and quivering lips. 

“Fiddlcfaddle ! Mr. Ambros doesn’t know you’re alive. He 
has other things on his mind. T dare say Mr. Ambros wouldn’t 
like it one whit if everybody were dragging their children into 
the greenropm ! ” Mrs. Ballard said, callous and exasperating 
as ever. 

Ann gasped, an ice-cold shower was uifexpcctedly turned 
full force on her, every inch of her froze and cramped, and 
she coiled up in a hard knot of desperation and defiance. 
“What makes you so sure Mr. Ambros isn’t waiting for me 
to come backstage?” she said, choked. 

“Oh, for Pete’s sake, don’t kick up a fuss. You should 
have been in bed for two hours, l ake her out, Mr. Ballard., 
don’t let her make a public spectacle of herself,” said Mrs.’ 
Ballard. 

As far back as she could remember, Ann Ballard had dis^* 
liked her mother, her creaking corsets, the too white ricg 
powder on her shiny blunt nose, her turning purple , aft^ 
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each heayy her indelicacy jn general. . Indeed, as 

a little ciuld she had harboured vague dreams' of being a 
foundling laid down at the Ballard doorstep Vo be someday 
triumphantly revealed as a child of much finer and hi^er 
descent; a Crocker child for instance, a Huntington, or even 
ope of the La Torret of Mcnk^ Park. I'he Ballards, while 
were good people and rich people (dowmtown it was 
^aid that CJiarley Ballard was well pa.st his tirst millicJh), 
definitely were not of the First Set and the Selected, For this, 
blamed her mother, who seemed incapable of quite 
sfiaking olf Smith’s Hardvvarc Store on Polk vUrcct where she 
cume from. In spite of licr <imbitious race against the Ben- 
singer clan, Mrs. Ballard, nec Smith, remained second-rate. 
?Her skin was too healthy, her voice too penetrating, her coiffure 
too perfect, her manners just a trille too correct, ihc menus 
of her dinner parlies just a bit too rich, and her charities too 
opulent. San Franciscans, for all their easygoing, wide, and 
handsome Western living, were not really impressed by wealth. 
They knew that any fellow with a bit of brains and gumption 
coiild make a heap of money quickly enough- -and lose it with 
equal speed. An old family (which meant a family that had 
settled on (he sandy hills some twenty or thirty years ago)^ 
that was something else again. You either belonged t8 one of 
these families or you UKln’t, and there was nothing you could 
do about it. Tonight, after years of friendly hobnobbing with 
the Bensingers on committees and at official functions — and 
various most polftcly veiled and sugar-coated rebuilfs privately 
— was the first time that the Ballards had been admitted to 
the more intimate enclosure oi the Bensinger home. “You 
only got that invitation by hanging gn to Mr. Ambros’ coat- 
tails — and then you won’t even let me go and thank him,” 
Ann whispered, stifling a sob. 

The •family knew how frequently little Annie was subject 
fp citying spells; it was part of her being so very delicate and 
lensitive and also a little anaemic. No tanlrums.ever, no loud 
OTtbursts, no tooth-and-nail fights — just the clear, easy, silent 
tears streaming down her angelic face, hard as she might try 
tQ. suppress them. 
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Mr. Ballq^rd ushered her out as expediently and gently as 
possible./'Thpi:t?, there, pull yourself together, Annie. It’s not 
as |in|>ortaAt as all that, is it? You should be happy to be as 
young^ais you are — I know a lot of people who’d give a cool 
millioif if they could be fifteen again ” And with that they 
h^d Reached the lo>er and thcic Beaticc was waiting, un- 
kelbfipt, broad, swailhy, shabby in her old black shawl, as^she 
ha8 been wailing all thioimh Ann’s hie to lake her home: 
from school, from dancing lessons, liom icvvaiding visits with 
Orandma Ballard in Bcivedcie, lioni the happy iipioar of 
children’s hii(!ida> jiaitie^ “Aiul listen, r>eetn»^e, Mrs Ballard 
says to gi\c the clvld a gl.i a o1 v\««im milk when she’s m bed. 
I’m having the earn ige sk rlei call foi O’Shaiighnessy now — 
no, we don’t n'cd him vnc'ic ^^onn^ lo the Bcnsingers' in Mrf 
Ambros’ rainigt well, <nsod niiL’Iit. my sweetheart, nice 
dreams,” ladiLi said md was <'>onL. taking with him some 
warm secLirit\ and k i\m<^ oiiK u whiQ ot Iji bnllianlinc. 

“Pick up )oui skiitvi hka 1i Iv, ii i ha.ich dem up, no more 
higher, lad> show via Lahe^ but not da iect/’ admoniShed 
Beatrice, wrappin<» henctf uviund Ann ht e a piotecting wad 
of cotton and pudiiiig a pdlh !oi Ik i towauls the carnage. 

Outside the livdli iIktc bkw and wnistled one of San 
Francisto’s teiocufns, liowhii \ eail\ spimg nightN It was slap- 
ping the slicct lamps with la »s of (o<^ ^ nd making the horses 
steam in the cold wrI IIk carnages shme with moisture. In 
spite of it, the iisu il eiowd of loateis and onIoc»kcrs was block- 
ing Eddy Sftrect 1 here weie uichins of c\erT age and descrip- 
tion, poor women in shawls to g<if>e at rich women in elegant 
gowns, a few nrsheis io snatch i glance at petticoats and 
well-turned ankles, theie w«is Gimpv, the legless beggar, and 
Rosana, the thiee-hiMulicd-pound llowci with the stormy 
past, theie was among the crowd the usual percentage of 
drunks, a ineir^ and demociatic liatcinitv ot woikmef/s caps 
mingling witli lopsided silk hats F rom the water front a 
Sprinkling of, sailors and longshoremen with their girls h^d 
been swept here, to stop for a moment oL curious goggling. 
There were newspapci bo\s, shrill and hungry as predatory 
birds, there weic lush and Italians and Mexicans and JeWs 
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and Chinese and Taiwanese, and a few dark-skini?ed individuals 
of uncertain d^scentV backwash of (his great port; and also a 
few-^f ancy ladies willing to join some lonely music lover in 
need of emotional release after the concert. It was a loud, 
lusty, hearty cross-section of the town, a pusliing, teasing, 
whistling, joking, laughing crowd full of cheer and simple 
good nature in tlic midst of the cruel night. 

ft was the lirst time Ann Iiad been out on the streef so 
late, because up to that evening she had been allowed to 
attend matinees only, and the milling and shouting and general 
crudeness ot the mob frightened her a bit and yet this, 
too, was part of the new intoxicating rtijngs that had been 
happening to her ever since I lonan Ambros had called her 
Angelina. . . , 

And then the Ballard carnage pulled up with good old 
O’Shaughnessy on the box and Beauiee, spreading her black 
shawl like bat wings, shoved -Xnn into the darkness of the 
coach, \ It was a heartbreaking mcanent when they drove oflE, 
jer8:ily over the cobblestones, and mto quiet, empty Taylor 
Street, farther and larthcr away from Mr. Ambros. Ann nestled 
up to Bcainee, sniOing the biimlnu odour of that old black 
woollen sliav/l as a kitten might snilf and be at home in the 
warm scent of llie mother cat's fur. It was still the same shawl 
in which Beatrice, ukmc than liftcen years ago, had made her 
entrance into the Ballard home. 

Ann was thorouglily acqii<iinled with every detail of Beatrice’s 
autobiography because, as Ann was growing up, Beatrice had 
considered it her duty to introduce tlie girl to some of the for- 
bidden and never-mentioned things that constantly went on 
among the giown-ups. It appeared, that Beatrice had been 
“ruined” by a young fisherman down at the Wharf; she had 
bfeen betrayed and deserted and been left 'In trouble”. It was 
the e^er-same, the oldest, buliad of the world and while it 
was all very sad it also .sounded as if it had been a lot of fun 
for Beatrice. When she told about her time with Aurclio, the 
jsun was always shining, the wild iris was blooming in the 
hills, and there was a full moon every single night. 

“Was there no fog in San Francisco when you were young, 
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i^eatrice? Was it never tcK> cold to go to the, park and lie 
down in tjie grass?” 

Bfeattice jcefdsed to admit this. “No, no, no, always I reinm^ 
ber/da.Stm she shine, Piccolina mia, maybe I forget about 
bad weather. When 1 am cold, Aurelio he ruba my hands, he 
my shoes, he juba my feet, hk holda me tight; but 
’^naa^end he run olT an’ marry dat woman in Sacramento, ghe 
bus da little reslaiirant, she call it Marghcrita’s Grotto, she 
make a waiter of him and Beatrice is lelt with little Bene- 
dejto ” 

And so little Bencdctlo had died after a few days and 
Beatrice had thrown the full load of lier unused love upon 
Anina, had wet-nuised and fed her and coddled her and 
brought her up (“Wc just didn't have the heart to send her 
away when Annie went to schotd,” Mrs. Ballard would 
explain; it had an elegant sound of linalty between master 
and old retainer). Beatrice would ’>\ash Annie’s face with 
milk and her blonde hair with camomile and borax and oil 
her little hands and nuise her bambina’s beauty for the time 
when she would come out She would pamper her and spoil 
her and indulge her, and tliere was a constant tug of war 
between tlie forces that wanted to educate Ann Ballard and 
Beatrice, who only knew how to love her . . . 

The fog had grown so thick that nothing beyond the nearest 
street lamp could he seen and the caniage seemed hardly 
to move as. the horses labouied their way up towards Cali-' 
fornia Street Ann’s snitling givw^ loiidci, but much as she 
wanted to cry it would not develop into a real sobbing, her 
throat was full of grit and her eyes remained dry. “Whata 
say Mr. Ambros when he sec you in your line long dress, 
Anina? 1 bet he say Angelina is da most beautiful little lady 
in San Francisco.” 

“Oh, be quiet! Jf you speak another word I’ll screum. If 
he weren’t such a sap he’d have refused to go to the Ben-, 
singers’ without me.” 

“You no likea Mr. Ambros no more?” 

“1 hate him!” Ann said. She was trembling like a beatCJtiV 
horse. Beatrice pulled her closer into the warmth of the shawj. 
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Suddenly the Italian pciour of that did shawl — oil,, charcoal, 
Qhion* fish; Beatrice's warm earthy body scent — grew 
insupportable. 

*‘What’samatt, what’saniatt, Piccolina mia?” Beatrice asked, 
alarmed by a small sound emanating from Ann’s constricted 
throat. 

“I think I’m going to be sick, Bca, T feel it coming. My 
stomach hmts so- oh. Fin getting sick, tell O’Shaughnessy 
to stop, quick ” 

Thus ended the great evening when Ann Ballard wore her 
first long dress and heard idoiian Ainbros play in a concert 
for the first time. 


By general request a second concert was announced and 
for a few days 1 dorian Ambros was the rage of the town, the 
topic of niiich gossip at laidics* Pink Fu nclieons, of serious 
appraisal aiinnig the gentlemen in the bars and saloons of the 
smart Cocktail Route, of deep and esoteric discussions among 
the Bohemians, and of eiUluisiastic revues by tiie critics, com- 
paring him to Fran/ Ondricck and Fugene Ysayc, j^vho had 
been the vogue of the last few years. Only one sorehead wrote 
that Ambros’ rendering was perhaps more studious than in- 
spired and that his tone quality could he improved. If Ann 
had been a man she would have gone straight tp the news- 
paper building on Montgomery wStrect, would have slapped 
her gloves in this idiot's stupid face or even tweaked his long 
unfriendly nose and aflerw'ards killed him in a duel. In the 
meantime the Ballard family sailed merrily along on their 
new friend's success and pv)pularity. The live days between 
the two concerts were a continuous fiesta, almost better than 
the World’s Fair two years ago. 1’hcre were invitations and an 
enormous dinner party in the enormous Ballard dining room 
full of pheasants — painted ones on ricli still lives and roasted 
^nes on huge silver platters — a party to which everybody 
ejame; everybody, that is, but the Bensingers, who asked to 
be' excused on accoun^ of one of Mr. Bensinger’s regrettable 
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ajl tacks of. asthma. was Shown the 'Elephant' as sight- 

seeing was called ill; San Erancisco. The .Gotdeh Gate. Park, 
the ^ Rocks, the Presidio; sometuheS Mrs, 

Ballard went along and sometimes she let the two gkls and 
th& ; guest drive off with only Beatrice as chaperone and 
O’Shaughnessy as lifeguard. After olfic^ hours Mr. Ballard 
would, take over and guide Ambros through the more mascu- 
line preserves. the clubs, the burs, the restaurants, the haunts 
of. Chinatown, tlie lanes, the dives, die bawdy houses, and 
deeper and deeper into the world-famous squalor of the town, 
‘The gambling halls and opium dens, the miserable cribs of 
Monon Slrccl, the thicL* blocks of gaudy, shabby, dirty amuse- 
ments comprising all of the niiieli talked of Barbary Coast, 
pointed out to him with a queer local pride at being 
refuted to be the wickedest city in the world. 

^^Amazing,” Ambros would remark and rub the ever-blow- 
ing sand from his eyes “It is a Iruly ania/ing place — and to 
think that this whole town is uo\ as old as my own mother! 
Skyscrapers! Cable ears! Hkctrie arc lamps! Now consiAer 
my own Vienna. It has been standing diere ever since the 
Romans founded ii, roughly eighteen liiimired years ago: but 
has it a single skyscraper? Indeed not. On the other hand, the 
tower of c'lur Sl Stephen's Cathedral -and you will forgive me 
for bragging a little is as high or p«issibly even a trifle higher 
than 4hc Call Building. The stonemasons of llic thirteenth, 
fourteenth century built it, stone by stone, with their own 
hands and ny their faith only 

You never quite knew whether he was making fun of you, 
and sometimes Angelina suspected that he took nothing seri- 
ous but his tiddling. “borgive me for being a crashing bore,” 
he Would call cnit, “but no more temptations for me, no more 
indulgence!” He stretched his arms before him and stiffly 
spread his fingers, watching tiicm with a sharp, suspicious and 
menacing frowm : did they dare tremble or shake? No, they 
did not, and hc^took a deep breath of relief. Forthwith he with- 
drew into himself, he yefused all liquor, but he was incessant!^ 
smoking the bitter Egyptian cigarettes from his impressive 
golden tabaticrc, gift of an archduke, as the Ballards had fou^id 

52 



out. IJe seemed upablefto sit still .during this interval betwecii 
the two concerts; throwing back his shoulders and cfesping his 
hancis behind his back, he would prance up and dowio before 
the demurely seated Ballard ladies and try to make himself 
understood. ‘'Concentration! Practice! Discipline, discipline 1 
You know. Miss Mliud, what discipline means to us musi- 
cians? A u fond wc arc all circus performers, ropewalkers, pre- 
cariously higli up in ihe top of ihe big lent. Herr^ott, wlfat a 
dangerous profession; placing the violin, what a thin, slack 
rope this bil of success! It is true, we do not break cur necks 
if we fail, but, Jesus Matia. I \u)uld i.ither break my neck 
than botch the Bectliovcn concetto. Yoti, do understand that. 
Miss Maud, n'u ht w'ulir?" At which Maud, looking at him 
with her slccn\ ijroe cow c\cs, v'»bcdic*!itly answered that — ^yes, 
certainly. Mi. Ambros - slic uiKlcrsi(X)d. 

When he compLimcd e.boul ihc ikusc and unrest at the 
Palace, Father invited him to practise in ilteir music room, and 
he accepted the plur.h smothered asylum with eager gratitude. 
M?. Ballard, alilunigh ioiidlv declaiming that he was un- 
musical as a sewer pipe, haai a hidden, deep-sealed, and shame- 
faced love lor music, pra(>ably a CcOT\-o\cr loan some of 'his 
German Bollcil fcncbea.rs. And so the Spanish shawl, the 
marble cupid, and all the other cluiter and cluster were 
cleared away, a pia.no tuner was called in to put the instru- 
ment in W'orkable shape, and every morning at nine o’clock 
sharp Florian Ambros, tarrying his violin case in ^nder arms, 
emcigcd from a cab and slipped as unnoliced as possible into 
the music room. Fil.c a scurrying shadow, his lady accom- 
panist followed him, a small, nondescript, oldish creature with 
the alert, intelligent large eyes of a.u owl. “I'his is Mousie — 
simply Mousie," he had intioduced her with startling inform- 
ality. “She is awful. vShe sla])s my wrists when I do nof play 
to hei> taste.” At wJiich Mousie had shaken iiands with all four 
Ballards, surprising them by the alnitxst manly force in those 
small, broad, short lingers. Mousie was alw\iys dressed in 
black garments that looked like — and probably were — hand- 
line-downs, and she was never heard to speak a word when the 
family was present. Angelina came to the conclusion that; 
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Mousie wa^eitter a deaf mute or amoron :Wh6 did riot know 
enough English even to bid the time of the, day; Brit Mousie 
was ’eloquent enough on the piano, and quite frequently the 
music “behind the closed portieres of the music room wpidd 
stop and give way lo tlic sounds of a forceful and adamrint 
dispute in German or French. 

not fair that Maud could stay home and have the 
tldld' io herself during lhat exciting week, while Ann had to 
trbt'.C® to school. Miss Fishbein's Lyceum for Young Ladies 
abode of boredom, and reading Hamlet with postal 
.Stamps providently pasted over all Bad Words was no fun at 
ajl; ever since AnnJVad l^cen enrolled there she had become, 
what Dr. Bryant diagnosed as delicate. Whenever things went 
against her, Ann wc'ulc? visibly Vvill away, turn pale, with a 
pattern of pulsating blue veins on her sud'Jenly transparent 
temples. There were many small fevers, attacks of sore throat 
apd upset stomach, she wouki refuse to cat, and the milk Mrs. 
Ballard poured into her vvilli grim determination Ann soon 
returned under much retching, perspiring, soft moaning, dnd 
with the resigned snvle of sulTeiing saint. She was searching 
frantically for a reason lo slay away fi otn s Jv.xd. ]3ut evidently 
these were no times to get a sore throat. Going home from 
school, the cable car. Tumbling and grumbling and clanking up 
Caliiomia Street on its snarhng rails, seemed much loo slow 
and she was unfriendly to Jidmiiy O'Shaughnessy, who still — 
as, in that fc^'saken past - before Ambros- was waiting for her 
at^the corner, to carry lier satchel and join iier for the ride. 

'Johnny, old O'SiTanghiK-ssy's boy, was just finishing his last 
year at high school and in his spare time he served as man-of- 
all-work at the Baliards': jranvayr, the front lawn, keeping the 
boxwood hedges trimmed, cleaning up perilous second-floor 
bay windows, repairing the many kerosene lamps, doctoring 
dripping taps and cloggcd-up pipes, and oiling tlie*^ girls’ 
bicycles. Dressed in Mr. Ballard’s liiscarded cutaway and 
sporting wliitc cotton gloves on his big hands, he would also 
open the door for tlic guests at parties, and at such special 
Occasions as required the Ballard ladies to be represented m 
great style, he even acted as their footman. At sevetitcori 
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Johnny was ^,aii4 siteong, very much of a maUy^ancf just in 
the process of nu red Irish mbustUche into being.* 

Was .Anil’s declared, devoted, and adoring slave arid Xnn, 
in: turn, considered him a useful piece of personal prp^rty; 
she would have missed him, had he not been waiting f^; her 
the corner; but oi^ the other hand, since she had knowU: 
Anibros, Johnny irritated her: he was coarse and freckled, a 
silly leftover of her childhood and a nuisance. 

When Ann entered tlie liousc, an ever-repeated, ever^- 
accelerated violin passage anounced that, thank heavens, Mr. 
Ambros was still there. She raced upstairs, calling for Beatrice 
to come and help her, quick. She drooped her obnoxious 
school uniform, changed her garments dovm to the very skin; 
«he put on the rulllcd petticoat of ^wiss embroidery that 
should have been reserved for Sundays only; iinbraided and 
brushed her hair; pinched a bit of colour into her cheeks, had 
Beatrice rub rose water and glycerine on her hands arid 
fluttered them with raised arms to make them still smoother 
and^ whiter. And thus, cinhcllished and expectant as a Persian 
bride, she slip{)ed inU^ tlic music room. 

' ‘WcT ist ( 1 ( 1 .^ was willst da dena schon wieder?*'* 

Florian Ambros shouted in a hoarse and incomprehensible 
German ; the sleepwalker, called out of his trance, d^jigerous, 
on the moonlit edge of the roof . . . 

“It’s just me I nicju it is only 1. Please, oh, please, may I* 
sit and listen? You don’t know how miicii it means t^me.” 

“All right — but sit down over there wlicrc 1 can'if:)t see you, 
otherwise it is imp('>s:dbic for me to concentrate.” 

These were stiong words, highly flattering and almost too 
passionate, it seemed to Ann. wShe made herself very small so 
as not to disturb him with her distracting presence, and Am- 
bros resumed liis work. It was the same obstreperous passage, 
With infinite patience and monotony repeated over and over 
again;\o Ann this didn'f matter, as she didn’t listen, she only 
looked. wSlre Irid to study the man who w^ould someday be her 
husband. Playing the fiddle, he became a stranger again, a, 
jroJ^Sterious creature, a man from Mars, but, oh, so fascinating. 
In the morning he did not wear his slim Prince Albert but a 
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rather lired black velvet jacket and even this he soon flung to 
the, floor, v>vith\an: cnr curse. His black necktie 

folloWeid, Ms large round golden cuff links, his soft iW collar, 
and jn;M® he was working in rolled-up shirf steeves/M 
hair .a- black wilderness, his face pale and glistening with 
pers|>iration. It was, Ann thought, taking a hurdle, a rtakeci 
l&te; Mrs. Ballard had warned her daughters never to use that' 
indecent word but to circumvent it daintily as “’being inf' the 
Altogether.” But to Ann. dcliantiy and crudely and with a 
curious sense of intimacy and ownciship, it was a naked face. 
No. beard, no moustache to hide his mouth, his arrogant, sar- 
donic and yet melancholy smile, the stiange expressiem at once 
fierce and tcndei vv'^nen lie was making love to liis violin. “There 
is always something g'lng on in his face,” Ann told Beatrice. 
“He looks like an actc^r — 

“Uhu - or like a hcadvvaiter,” Maud remarked, unasked; she 
was constantly finding fault with Mr. Ambros, but Ann decided 
to ignore iicr. 

„ “Tm simply ignoring >ou,” she inrormed this loathsome 
plder sister of hers. 

'/“What’s the matter with, you two girls'^'* I^atlicr asked at 
supper. “Arc you not on speaking terms?” 

“TheJ>rat is postering Mr. Ambros all the time. She sticks 
tO'h-im like a burr, she wtm't leave him in peace even when he 
v/ants to practise. She’s geting on his nerves, Father.” 

“What’s that? Did he complain about her?” 

“He’s much cd' a gentleman to complain outright, but 
he indicated it.” 

“That’s a lie ~ she’s lying, bather ” Ami said desperately. 
The ready tears rose iiUv) her eyes and her throat was con- 
stricted. 

Maud watched Iier coldly, unmoved by her being so small, 
so defenceless, and s(’» deeply hurt. “There she goes : the same, 
pld act. The Wounded Ciazelle. b'or heaven’s sake, why ddn’f 
you chuck it, Annie?” was all she said. 

‘^Father looked from one of his daughters to the othen 
^JCome now, girls, what's it all about? Maud? Annie? What’jSf 
going on here?” 
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“The Infant has quite a case on Mr. Ambros, that's what’s 
going on,” said Maud. 

Ann wondered momentarily whether their cook, Lee Ong, 
might possibly be persuaded to provide her with some slow- 
working poison from a Chinese pharmacy. Her eyes grew', dry, 
rage as she gropld for a deadly retort. “It may not haw 
Occurred to you, but maybe it's the other way around. Maybe 
it’s*Mr. Ainbios who iias a case on me,” she said grandlys., 

“Now you’re being plain silly. Wliy don’t you try to grow 
up?” Maud saiil and left the table. 

Maud was unpredieLible. 'I he \eiy same evening she gave 
Ann her coveted strand of c(')rals as a pfc^'^cnt. 'TJicre — take 
them; they’ll much prettier on Vvai than on me,”' she 

said appcasingly. “I'm s >ny. Sis 1 didn’t trican to get you 
sore at me.” 

Buying me otT? Ann ihouglil but didn't say it. “Oh, thafs 
all light," she reedied jnagnaLiimousl} . ”\Vhy should f be sore 
at you?'’ 

“'It’s just tliat you’re in that tiresome daydieaming age; it’s 
time someone woke you up before \<ui get hurt,” Maud said, 
retreating. Ann got out of bed, piilf.d down her nightgown, 
and tried on the csumIs Mirroi, mirror on the wall, who is 
the fairest of them all? Her old admirer, the dressing* mirror, 
assured her that, of course, the necklace !(\>ked much better 
on her than on her sislei d o Ann's min«!, Maud was raihflSr 
unattractive, l'»ig and broad-beamed like a percherp^i-HTair as 
coarse as a horse's ma ac, and those laree hands that were 
perpetually eh.ipped by Maial's sdly preoccupation with settle- 
ment work and .^him babies. 

Ann W'ore the corals at Ambros’ second concert and this 
time he had oc:casion in see her in all hei long-dressed glory, 
as the reception afterwards was the Ihillard home, and Ann 
had w^^nglcd permission to slay up until midnight and join in 
the toast to Morian Am!aos' success. She was a bit intoxicated 
and she seemed to run a slight temperature. In the back- 
ground Beatrice was worrying and clucking, fhe old black 
Jjen. “Go, go away, leave me alone, don’t be so stupid.” Ann 
'^as^d her out of the little green conservatory where she 
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had arranged for Ambros to ^scover her; it was cool and 
(^uiet and a little fountain splaished pleasantly into its marble 

h^re you are ! I was searching everywhere for you:;! 
hope you didn't plan to disappear like Cinderella when the 
cipek strikes twelve, without saying gdbd night to me?” 

kept her face lowered and stared at the fat goldfish in 
tllb basin; it was an invitation for Ambros to put his hand 
lender her chin and tilt up her head. “Why are you so pensive, 
i^hgelina?" he asked, smiling into her eyes. His fingers smelled 
cigarettes and gentleman. 

‘*Am I? I don’t <^aow. Bceausc you’re leaving tomorrow. 
'Of course, to you that mctins nothing, you Ye so used to going 
away and leaving people-' behind. ’People wlio care for you, I 
mean — but- -weli, good night and gootl-bvc, Mr. Ambros.” 

^ “It’s not yet gocxi-byc; Tm mn as much of a gypsy as you 
.think — and besides, r\'c made up my mind to stay another 
few days in San Inancisco f seem unable to teai myself away 
from this town; maybe somcix)dy put a spell on me, what do 
you think?” 

“I — gosh! Don’t \ou liavc to be in St. Louis for your next 
concert?” 

“Thtfi’s all arranged. Lm sending Moiisic alicad; she can 
take care of all tliose tirescmic preliminaries there. I'hat will 
me a lull weelv’s rest here. 1 have not had an entire week 
to mysv'*f,for several eicrnilies. And, by Jove, 1 need it ” 

“Golly, 'Mr. Ambros, 1 didn’t quite know what to say — but 
Yhat’s wonderfui a week is quite a lot of time, isn’t it? Good- 
ness-lots oi tilings may happen in a week,” Ann stammered 
breathlessly. If he a^ks m.e now, this very moment, to elope 
with him, Lli do it, she thought. FI! do it, by God, I will. 

“Listen, Angelina : if 1 vvcie to tell you a secret — would you 
keep it?” lie said into the rainbow tumult of her emotions. 

“Of course 1 would. You know 1 would keep to myself what^ 
ever you want to tell me- cross my heart and hope to die ” 

He lei go ‘of her face and shook his head, contemplative^ 
amused. “No, you wouldn’t. In any case — it’s too early 
■tip, talk about it.” 



“You mean I’m too young? I’m not a child any longer, 
really ji0t, 

you are getting white around the gUls and I mijsl not 
‘.keep you out of bed any longer; your mother would never 
^rgive me.” 

^ ^,e got up from the Inarble bench, and standing over Ah&^ 
he stretched wearily. ‘7yr/r^c»//, I am tired I did not know* 

how tired 1 am ” He bent down once more, laughing 

softly. “Don't they always look as it ilicir names were Oscar?” 
he' said. 

“Whose name?" 

“The golcHL'ili. Watcii llvem. ‘My nanic>i:j Oscar,’ they are 

saying, ‘Oscar, Oscar and with lh,Ji he bent still loWer 

and something icnichcd the lop of her she never knew 

whether his lingers or his lips - hut when she looked up he 
Was just taking oi:l a eigarclle and walking towards the fret- 
work of the arcli dial separated the g.reencrv from the hall. 
“Lord,” he said, “I slionld not lia\c diimk ehninpagne on an 
empl5^ stomach. Well good niglit, my lilll'' pink cloud.” 

Ann spent her day;> in a dr.^iny o\jvctaney; something was 
going to happen, slie was not quite sure wiiat, but whatever 
he should ask of licr, she \\a> ready for it. A tormal betrothal, 
a secret eloj'icmeiil, a hehl with- Iva moilier -and nevet mind 
Father, she could always get rather on la*i side. It was a 
vsirangc week, with echoes under the high ceilings, with 
-pering behind the heavy [lorliCa es, and doors closed ii) Vvcv face. 
and Maud being more imnredielable than ever, friendly and 
.gay one day and not sneaking one single woid the next. Via 
the kitchen and the upsi^ars maid, Beatrice relayed exciting 
fragments of ccmvcrsalions to Ann. ‘‘P^haw," M'-s. Ballard had 
said, “pshaw, how do yon know he is not just a fortune 
^Jiunter. and pshaw on his fame, don't let iiim tlimtlam you, 
another iiddler and a Im-eigner to boot,” she had said, 
sUrid “Pshaw on yoursHf," Mr. Ballard had answered, just as 
l^aggie was serving the breakfast bacon. “I've made enough 
;^^tiey to give my girls whatever they set their hearts on, 
them, and, my dear,” he said, “if he really loves the 
girl and she loves him so much, why then ” Mr. Ballard 
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had. s4kl. and he h|^d taken ,/twd : slices , of * bacon and 
hang around any longer without .making 

it too obvious, 

“][. knew it, I knew it,” Ann called out, with a great flutter 
and heating of wings inside her chest, “I knew it, he h^ 
spoken to l ather, oh, dio mio, Beatrice, what’s going to' 
^ppen next? Will wc be engaged to be married before' he. 

||(%ves? Secretly, I mean, at least until Tm sixteen ” 

What liappencd next was the announcement tliat the Ballar^S 
^jvere going to take Ambros on a picnic down the peninsula, 
S^n Franciscans were greatly addicted to picnics : there was a' 
^ay freedom, a Jiat^pily nmiantic almosphere, about such 
outings which had i>diiccd iiiatiy a young couple to speak the' 
deciding word and exchange (he fusi kiss with a view towards 
jqjatrimony. Ann recogni/ed !icr father's deft liand behind the 
arrangement and was immeasurably giateful to him. With 
jgreat zest and gusto Mr. Ballard dung himself into the prepara- 
tions for tlie undertaking. 

Kelly’s livery stables were rnohi|i/c i because a real picnic 
was not undertaken in your carriage but in a rented charabanc 
hnd Mr. Ballard personally selected tl^c team of spanking bays 
■to do honour to the famous guest. Lee Ong, excitable as all 
Chinese cooks, \vas in a fren/y ol baking hams and^ roasting 
turkeys and concocting all sorts of paics and ccanposing salads, 
Vv^'Me Mr. Ballard picked om the wines to be taken along, 
and di‘d-i;^'ed several cases ot beer and a few more of cham- 
pagne; there were cakes aUil cookies and home-made bread 
and crackers and biscuits, and iheie were saeks of charcoal, 
?^and hampers were tilled and rugs taken out of the moth balls 
and tarpaulins providcfl by old O'Shaughnessy' not as if for 
a simple merry Ikimily outing but as 1 hough provisions for an 
army had to be made. 

And then, two days before ti^e great event, the blf^w felt. 

“Listen, Annie,’' Mr. Ballard saiJ, taking her between his 
knees as though she were still a little girl. “Listen, chicken, 
better talk to you before you get yourself all worked 
about the picnic: you’re not coming along, you’re going tp^ 
stay in town and go to scliool, and that’s final. I know, if s :a 
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disappoiptmeut, but this time itcan)t be helped. We’ll make it 
up at Easter, Vhat do ybu say?. Hi take you up to the ranch., 
hpw’f that? We’ll go to the ranch, just you and I, just the tv^o 
of us, and we’ll have heaps of fun together, riding and—no^ 
dphVIook at rnc as if T were cutting your heart out witha^ 
ibliint knife, it\s not as \3acl as all that, is it?” 

But that w'as exactly how she felt. She felt so terrible that" 
jshe could hardhy find enough breatli and voice to protest.^ 
‘‘But, Father, thal\s inipv)ssible, >ou dcni't understand — Mr. 
Ambros — the day alter the picnic lie'll be gone ” 

“That's just it. You’\l monopoli/ed him enough, and it’s 
time you gave oilici Ov'-'-plc a l nance too /Cj/owiMip people. 
You’re getting ioo jjrecociou^ and thal’s/not a bit becoming' 
to a girl your age. I won't have you gclang too big for yoUr 
unmentionables, and 1 (.Ichnitcly won't have you cm that picnic 
jind neither will your mother. Now don't cry and don't mope, 
and don't try to change my mind for me. And that's final.!’ 

Ann knew Father loo well to make a scene: when Father 
said k was linal, liiial it was. In a way sh.e even loved him 
for it; without tins diamond-hard core he would not have 
earned a million and have a street in the Western Addition 
named after him. But 1 know who's ludiind this, she tojd 
heifeelf in a while-hot rage. It's Maud, Well, I'll sho^ you. 
You can’t do this to me, I’i! siiow you. 

Dry-eyed, she went upstairs, she lay down on lier 
kicked off her shoes, cn>sscd lier aims behind her and 

brooded revenge. Jhc dinner gong sounded but she did not 
move. Beatrice came padding upstairs on stockinged feet and 
stood worriedly in the door. ‘AV halstimall. Piccolina raia? 
Vbu don’ta feel so good? 1 tix you da hot chocolate, yes? 
Beatrice fix you a yabaglione, no?" 

/‘Oh, go away, leave me in peace. Tm not hungry. 1 have a 
headach<i.” 

^"'Poverina, poveriua, I li\ you da cold compress, you feel 
mbre better qinck, yes?” 

“Get out, can't you hear me? Get out,” Ann sHouted. “Fa 
she cried desperately, ‘TY/ via, you old fool!” she yelled. 
jSeaten, muttering to herself, Beatrice crept away. 
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Afteha white: AiXn Mt^veiy i^^^ ill as 

the .occ,asipn deiAanded. She dragged Itersell to 
did d little ineffectual retching, and took the thcrn^bhiebr ^qm 
the^^binet. The bathroom had a stained-glass window^ redi^ 
blue and yellow disks were quivering on the floor, an4 $he 
stared at iIilmii iiniil iliev made her a bit dizzy. Moaning 
softly, she dragged iicrseif back to her bed, stuck the thermo- 
meter under her tongue, and waited ; 98,4. Nonnal. Probably 
;thb thermometer was not working pnqierly. Alter a liltlc white 
djt© chills eamc on and her teeth began to chatter. Now Flti 
-really ill, siic tluuiglu, Tm \cry ilk That serves them righ|:. 
Let’s sec if thcy’jbi-o and have a picnic while I’m dying. 

Summoned by Bl, itricc, Mrs. Ballard appeared at her bed- 
side. “What is it, Anhie? A sore throat again?” 

“It’s nc^ihiiig. Mother, really,” Ann said, very weak, very 
pitiful, very gallant. “I just threw up a little. And my head 
hurts and I’m tcriibly cold. But Fll be all right tomorrow.” 
-,/‘l guess yc^u ale too much of that chocolate layer cake; I 
told you so, but you wouldn’t listen.” Mrs. Ballard put the back 
of her hand against Ann’s forehead. “No fever. Well, Beatrice, 
if she doesn’t get better, wc’ll give her siunc castor oil.” 

Ann wondered if all mothcis were horrid or if hers w^as an 
excepfion. She felt dreadfully lonely, deserted, and betrayed. 
No one understood her. noi even Father, no one loved her, not 
Florian. 

later Maud came in, all honey and Florence Nightin- 
gale. “What a baby you arc to get woiked up about nothing. 
A year from now you’ll laugh about it, 1 promise. Why, we 
all go through that awkward stage, but we survive. Remember 
when 1 had my crush on that old tenor, Cavaliere Mazzini, 
who looked like a hippopotamus 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about. I’m sick, Fm 
running a temperature,” Ann said ‘iravcly. 

“How much?” asked Maud, reaching for the thermometer 
on the night stand. 

“Not very much; a bit over a hundred,” said Ann, who W 
^me dexterous manipulating had persuaded the mercury tb 
nse a bit. 
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‘That’s npthmg. 1 have 'over a hundred every , afternoon,” 
Maud said. It made/^i^nn boiling mad. 

*^NPw you’re lying again, you’re always bragging,- you ate 
-dishonourable,” she said, outraged. As an answer 'hlaiid 
shook the mercury down and placed the thermometer intd'W 
mouth. She straighlendU up the room, hung Ann’s clothes in 
the closet, and pul her sliocs on lasts. Atier hardly a minute 
she tbok the thcrinoincler out and held it under Ann’s nose > 
it showed a fraclion over a hundied degrees. 

“You sec?’' Maud said. “It means nothing. You mustn’t 
play-act ai getting yourself sick. De)n’t you see how much fun 
you’re missing with all your lithe sick sfvils?” 

“Oh sure, just think of all the fun l^e having, staying 

home all by myself while you’re going ‘a/(i a picnic- ” Ann 

began but licr voice broke and she had to stop. Maud 
shrugged, patted Ann’s head as though slic were Jolly the 
pup, and went away. Then Ann became really ill. 

She became so ill tliat Dr. ilryant was summoned after 
supper. He stroked his beard and prescribed his usual medi-' 
cines: soda bicarbonate, hot lea with lemon juice, castor oil 
if necessary. Gaigling with permanganate could never do any 
harm cither. However, if Ann’s tempcraUirc sliould rise during 
the night, or if other symptoms siumld appear, red spots, a 
rash for instance, he wished to be consiillcd at once. There 
was. Dr. Bryant remarked cheerfully, a sliglrt Hurry of scarH* 
fever in town. Nolhing like an epidemic, but, in any*' case, 
it never hurt to use an ounce of prevention. ... 

It set Ann thinking. Most probably she had caught scarlet 
fever and it really was not fair that a person feeling so ill 
and miserable had so very few symptoms to show. She could 
feel the itchy red spots devek^ping under her skin, but if they 
were to come out only after the family liaJ gone on their 
picnic they would be of no earthly use. If, on the other hand, 
she should by tomorrow come down witli that dangerous and 
Contagious disease, the picnic would have to be cancelled. 
Even her mother, inconsiderate as she was, wohld not risk 
gdifag on a picnic while her little girl’s life was in danger; It 
would make too bad an impression on the other ladies. Over 
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these speculations Ann fell asleep^ and wb^n she woke up 
in-the morning no new symptoms had appciarcd, a plan 
was ..iptinging fully armoured from her head, iik^ Minerva — ; 
oir 'whoever it had been in Miss Fishbein’s liistory classes— 
front Jupiter’s marble skull. 

.She dressed, reported with a resigned, and feeble smile that 
f^he.was all right, thank >ou, only a bit tired and sort of funny 
cold inside, and went to school. Or rather, she did ndt go 
to. school but, plaving Iruanl for the first tune in her life — 
4nd how many lirsis there Iiad been since Morian Ambros 
had come to town I - she was laying an ambush for Johnny 
O’Shaughiie^sy. 

“Johnny, ycui kno^ how fond 1 am of \ou, you? And 
you’re fond of me lods aren't yiua? You know, Jolinny, there’s 
nothing in the world I wouldn't do for nuu, we’re friends, 
Johnny, rcc.l pals, aren't we?" 

“That wo arc, Ann," Joiinny replied with sincere emotion. 

“Now if I'd ask you a lavour, you'd do it for me, Fm sure 
you would, Johnny, wouldn't you?" 

“You bet your lile 1 would. Anything, Ann, just name it.” 

“Wcll----it's like that: I need a Kd'i'-ler," Ann said. 

“Holy Mitlicr o' Clod! What for‘^" 

“Oh,* it’s only for a joke, don't you see. To put in Maud’s 
bed. Under her sheets. It'll be such a lark, don’t you sec. I 
to get even with her for something, well, never mind 
Whal'^dhi^ten, Johnny, you go dc»wn to Fisherman's Wharf 
and buy me a lobster. Naturally, I couldn’t go there by myself, 
it’s such a terrible place with ail those tough Italian lishcrmen, 
they’re so quick with the knife, but if you arc with me, that’s 
different. With ycni I’m not afraid of anytliing." 

“Looka here, Annie, why don’t you ask Lee Ong or your 
'Beatrice to buy that lobster for you? It’s getting late, I 
should be in school by mnv." 

“Oh, Johnny boy, forget your stupid school for once. Tt’s the 
first time I’ve asked you a favour and if you refuse it I don’t 
want ever to see you again. I can't a.sk anyone else because 
you’re the only person in the whole world 1 have confidence 
im You must help me, Johnny, and you must also give me 
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your sacred word of honour that you'll never, never breathe 
a word about it, never, don’t you see, I wouldn’t share a 
secret with anyone but you, Johnny.” 

Young O'Shaughnessy thought it over. “A live lobster?” he 
asked at last. 

“No. A boiled one.” - 

“A live one would be more fun.” 

“No, il wouldn't. It woulti scuttle around and fall out of 
bed and the whole jaank wouldn't CMinc olT, and besides, live 
lobsters frighten me to deaili. A nice, cold, boiled lobster is 
just what 1 want.” 

Johnny was ru^t a simon-[)iiie idealist < He thought the 
matter over carefully. “All light.” he said. it'Iast, “supposing 
I chuck sciiool today and get \uu yoi/r k^bstcr and give 
YOU my holy wane! of lionoiir nc\er to tell- \vhat do I get 
for it?” 

“Johnny OkSliaiighnessy ' Von woukhi'l ask mimcy fordo- 
ing a friend a huour ' You know what they call a man who 
takes money from a lady’” 

“’Tis not money rni asking t\>r, A kiss is v\hat I want from 
you,” 

“Johnny’ Now' you're bcine vuigai ! Shame on you, Johnny 
O’ShaughnessN- -why, I'd rither die.” n 

And so they went to the lop vd IVlegraph Hill, and in the 
shelter of the little euealy(»iiis woods up llierc y(Hmg O'Shaiigh" 
nessy kissed Ann in an e\[)enmemai but ma altogeth'^^r un- 
pleasant way. Aflei wards tliey descended thiough the twisted 
lanes of the Italian cjuarier ml''* tlje singing, siiouting, laugh- 
ing, swaying, smelling lambow tangle of the w'harf and Ann 
got her lobster. Allogeiher il was an adventure of the first 
order, but after .‘^n^. iiad bidden fircwell to .lohnny at their 
usual corner tlic worst was vet to i^ome. lieliiral a, iK)t quite 
respectable house she found herself a dark alley w'herc she 
might crack and peel her lobsier and, crouching on an over- 
turned garbage can, she slowly and deliberately goiged down 
the repulsive animal. 

By the time she got home she was very pale and truly sick 
and she went to bed directly. vShc fell very much like throwing 
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up, but with great will power she forced the lobster to stay 
with her and then she waited hopefully for it to take its effect. 
What was bracing her up in all her misery was just the one 
simple thought: Til show you. If I don’t go to the picnic 
nobody will. Without me. there just won’t be any picnic, 
ril show you. 

She took licr temperature, but it refused to rise, and there 
followed a few complications with that recalcitrant tkerrao- 
metcr. She stiick it in liot lea and the mercury shot up to 108 
and she rcmcrnbeicd havmg read that people usually die with 
a fever ol 106. l o cool it off she immersed the refractory 
instrument in ot icc water Bealriec brought her and 

the mereurv disap, ^eared into the little ball at the lower end. 
This, obvi<vaslv, a lemperauire allainablc only by dead 
bodies. Bui ;;llei some experimenting, shaking, rubbing, and 
various dippings into the hot tea and cold Wcdcr, she induced 
the thermometer to show an impressive 104.2. 

An hour later she vsas eo\cred with red spots and splotches 
swimming like islands in the wiiiteness her line ski;i, and 
she turned pilifnlly to the wall and felt like dying. In the 
twilight of half sleep slie lieutd her parents whisper with 
Beatrice and tiicie was Dr. Bryant and his Beard. He shook 
her ar.d he shook his head and he shook the thermometer and 
lie asked three times whether Mts. Ikillard was positively 
pertain Annie hadn't touched any shelltish, “’because, you 
rcrhfeujjbcr, Mrs. Ballard, the fright she gave ns when she was 
four years old, until \vc found vnit that any shellhsh gave her 
a rash?” Mrs. Ballard and Beatrice declared in unison that 
they were a.bsoluiely certain Annie hadn’t eaten anything she 
shouldn’t, in laei she had iiarcily eaten anything at all since 
yeslerday morning and certainly, in any ease, you couldn’t 
make tl'ie child eat a sliclliish if you paid her a thousand 
dollars. And so Dr, Bryant, stroking his beard and trying to 
cushion tlic blow, had to j)rf>nounce that it was a pity but it 
seemed our little Annie was coming down with a touch of 
scarlet fever after all. . . . 

I’ll show you lo go on a picnic without me. I’ll show you, 
thought Ann- 
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Maud was instantly packed up and sent acioss the bay, to 
Belvedere, where Grandmother Ballard lived in a little country 
house. Mr. Ballard was also ordered to stay 'away from the 
sickroom because he couldn’t risk carrying the coiUamination 
downtown. From time to time Mrs. Ballard came tiptoeing on 
carelul but squeaky Ishocs as far as the door, called a few 
questions, and retreated again; only Beatrice shared Ann’s 
isolation, telling iier ilie old story about Aurelio, and holding 
fervent conversaucnis 'viih the Madoniri. dlicic was no more 
violin to be hcaid in the suddenly silcni lioiisc and, needless 
to say, there was no picnic. 

Alter three days tiic led S|)ols disapj'e.n'ai cOid Ann admitted 
relucidiilly that she was well agani: Dr. /h yam remarked that 
you could never be absolutely sure oi a <.h iluosis in the begin- 
ning ol a ehildreirs dise<ise but, he added willi ins professional 
and somewhat callous sense oj humour, l^eiier to be careful 
than dead. Maud retiuned Irom Belvedere weepy-cyed, but 
otherwise cjiule eheerl'iil. 1 hnaan Amhros fiad iel’t for wSt. Louis 
without so much as a goodd)ve lor Angelina, and all that was 
left of his visit were loads of c('ld picnic h im and stale cakci:, 

‘'Did Mr Ambios say good-b>e to you (^etore he left?” Ann 
asked Maud. 

“Of course he did,"’ Maud answered. “But you spoiled every- 
thing for me. everything.” 

“Whal was there t('/ be s[H)iled?"' Ann asked. 

“You’d l)e surpiised.” ^aid Maud 

It was then that Ann had gone and ]>eatcn up the dog. That 
was how it had all started. 


Ton Jon. Mnv 18, 1898 

Dear Mr. Amiukjs, 

I wonder it you stiil remenitMa ihe gii! whose [■!hon)eiaph 1 am 
enclosing? Yes, n is I. yoiii link Angehna, and a.s \oii can see, I 
have gj;own up, although 1 am stdl lltc same ridiculous live fool 
two and a hah and have given I'p all hope ol evci becoming tall 
and stately hkc my si.ster. It was quite a disappoailment to the 
people who care for you that you gave no eoncer; in .San Fran- 
cisco this last season. But Fm always searching the papers and 
magazines foi your triumphs and every lime your name springs 
at me in print 1 feel ver^ proud to know you. Do you remember 
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ihosc hours when you practised in our music room and 1 was 
permitted to be your enraptured listener? The Chaconne by 
Johann vSebastian Bach — ^how well I remember every little note 
of it. And the goldfish you named Oscar. You see what a faithful 
dog, my memory is? 

My parents, my sister, and 1 arc making the ‘‘Grand Tour” this 
spring and we girls have pi evaded upon olr parents to take us to 
Vienna. Needless to say, 1 would be most dreadfully disappointed 
if you weic not m Vienna when we airivc. Will you forge^ the 
^obnoxious brat 1 must have been two years agcj and transfer your 
friendship to the sensible young woman 1 hoj^e to be now? 
Although, in spile of my Itytng to be sensible, niy heart is drum- 
naing alarm at the thought of seeing you again. What a silly thing 
ft is, this impatient hcai * oi mine’ Will you have patience with it? 
evci , 

Woins truly, 

^ Ann Ballaruv Tor you; Angelina. 

At the lime when Ann emnpovsed this letter it seemed to her 
quite a line piece o( v\ riling, restrained and yet expressive; but 
when she found it, thnty years later, anhrng licr dead hus- 
band's papers, its pamliij transparency, its giammatieal slips, 
its primitive elfert at being alhuing, made her laugh aloud. 

Still he had kepi it all (host; years, hadn’t he? He had not 
even lost it when their house on Vallejo vSircet burned down — 
and so*'this silly ieiter must have meant something to him, 
after all. . . . 


Mrs. Ambitus did not kiunv whelliei il wa,s a minute or an 
hour that she iiad been stumbling through the tjpaque agony 
of the night. Jesus, 1 can’t go on, she thought, I simply can't, 
please, oli, please, let hie catch my breath, let me think, let 
me remember, I can't understand tlic iialf of it, I want to know 
what happened and why, why, why to me of all people, me, 
who never meant any lunm to anyone — 

About a hundred feet ahead slie perceived the figure of a 
man standing quietly in the fog; her eyes were good, thank 
you, it was only her ears that had troubled her recently, head 
noises, an unpleasant buzzing and ringing when she was tired. 
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Well, tired is no word for the way I’m feeling, she tlioughl* 
accusingly as she waved and called out to the man for help. 
But her voice sounded faint and very lonely, the man did not 
move, and that frightened her. ‘'Don’t be silly, there are no 
ghosts,” she said, ai^K of course, it was neither a man nor 
Florian’s spirit, just the crooked stump of a dead tree. Grateful 
for support and a minute’s rest, she let h.er back diop against 
the rough bark (d* the Inink. Now let’s see, she thought, let's 
get things slraiglitciicd out, let me remember wiiat sort of a 
person he was, [ [(U'ian, liuit I {ell hard in love with him. 
That’s the oidy mistake I ever m:wie; if indeed it was a mis- 
take---'vvaiitlny him lor mvseH, ail ahvays. Great 

heavens, tliai summer whea we wcjU to/vienna, he had every- 
thing to make a ^ enm*: girl ic se hcv l;ead, we didn’t call it 
glamou) m w'lai it w,is; (isc sldiie, the gloss, 

the fame he r\ a (jillereni giaiii and Jabric from all 
the people 1 1 i:ev\. M<i\be dial laui laen the trouble all 
along. 

Green eves, iliought Mis. Ambrvis, and with that she began 
to smile and. as ‘hough bdh'wmg a c.ill, slic left the barren 
tree and put hei.’.eif into, ua^tum agam, with tlie image of 
Idorian lloalmg ahead so- (hstmet, '.o tangible, that she 

could alnu^si h(,'\e u,aie!ied il I <aig gicei; e\es, presseef upward 
at the oiPer comer ^ b'. sham. Ingli cheekiv)nv>,: lieavy eyelids, 
lashes so lUkk .oal i‘»rg tlicv vau'’h.i a giinl of sun even '''’dicn 
the eyes liicnr'L’h. es .T': InJden m the tiusk oi llic deep 
sockets. Lel'^ ■ oo, wla.t >*i^e do I mmernher.' fie had restless 
hands, siiort-cii* nails, dim hu^rn'is with byroad tips (lingers like 
a frog’s, she v. o.odd icavo him in lami vcoj-sn !ic was constantly 
stroking, fondh'ig, jn-O'.sagmg diings. pullme threads out of the 
sparse green rm sofa in ’'loiliei's so-called .Milon, plucking 
dry leaves (dT potted domt*-, turning t’ne copper uan on his 
watch ■chain a.roimd and around, a no'mcot Ibahms had given 
him after a coaceii. Belore a concerl lie wivnld sii in the green- 
room, stiff and eyeless like tlie sUUue of ^ome lorsaken Egyp- 
tian king, his hands, encased in the thick woollen gloves his 
mother liad knitted for him, resting cokl and frightened on his 
Jcnecs. Angelina had be^en appalled when she saw him for the 
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first lime in all his fear and weakness and she never quite for- 
gave him for it. Maud, on the other hand, was full of sympathy 
and treated him like one of her settlement babies, while in the 
background Mousic was heating some disgusting brew over a 
sn^all alcohol burner to calm his nervcs^as if Florian were a 
woman in labour pains, Tlic chills before and the sweat after- 
wards, Great Lord in heaven, who’d ever think of the gallons 
sweat that are connected with a virtuoso’s glamour and 
fame! Careful, Idori, there’s a draught, don’t catch cold, put 
up your collar, close the door, let Mousie carry the music — 
disgusting ! 

Angelina watchecLiKia studied liim: it was confusing because 
there was not just oneyFlorian Ambros but many of them, all 
different. Certainly the wretched coward of the greenroom was 
not the same man as the self-assured, dominating great vir- 
tuoso he became the numient he stepped out on to t’ne concert 
stage. There were tw^o contrasting faces ot Florian Ambros, 
one for his [)iiblic, tlic otCicr for private use. Morian Ambros 
in his years of success and fame was completely different frbm 
the pathetic later Florian Ambros in eclipse. He was all of 
this: polite as a prince and brutal as a slc\ccU)rc; obstinately 
uncompromising in sc'ine matters, and almost ioo compliant 
in. others; cold and' ptissionate: rude and tender; loyal and 
faithless; too hard; loo soft. 

“Ftjf God’s sake, Fdorian, have you no character?” she 
would wail at him. 

‘T’m sorry, darling, but I’m afiaid my supply of cliaracter 
goes all into rny music: that’s the way God made us musicians 
— inadequate.” 

The brilliant stranger. she had first met in the tassclled, 
fringed, overfurnished Ballard home bore no resemblance to 
her lover, her husband, her enemy of later years; nor to the 
grey-haired, haggard, sick man quietly and unapproachably 
wasting away in the back room of their shabby apartment. 
Nor to the ITqrian who, still polite and yet brutal, inconsider- 
ate and incomprehensible to the last, had gone away and 
left her a widow. But the worst had been the sharp, knifing, 
deadly contrast between Maud’s husband and her own: the 

70 



one affectionate, loving, tender; the other sardonic, irritable 
and obstreperous — yet both of them: Florian. 

“What’s the matter with us, Flori? Why can’t we be happy 
with each other, now that we’re married?” she would cry, 
reaching out across the nothingness that held them apart. 
“Don’t you love me?” ' 

*^Herrgotty the same old song: ‘Don’t you love me, don’t 
you loVe me, don’t you hn^e me?’ Yes, dear, 1 love you and 
let’s stop talking like parrots. I simply have a few other things 
on my mind just now besides love-making, but you’re not 
interested in anybody but yoLirsclf, that’s what stands between 
you and happiness, yours and mine and oiys^. You can never 
see anything but the surface, and the surfaic is alv/ays trivial, 
shopworn, soiled. You, Angelina, only touch the skin, never 
what’s underneath.” 

“Well, and what is underneath? Did you ever try to peel 
an onion? OIT comes one skin after the other and in the end 
there’s just nothing. It makes you cry and gi\cs you a red 
nose—Hhat’s all,” she had answered oitteiiy. That was in 1912. 
Maud had been dead more than three years, his first concert 
in Paris had been a Hop, lie had cancelled the se(‘ond, and the 
money they had spent on an all-out promotion had to be 
written off. 

**Ach ja, Angelina, 1 daresay there is sometliing u.ndcrneath 
the skin. A world ot nerves and veins, red blood, and the FLO 
and sodium chloride tears arc made of, all the chemistry from 
which music is distilled. Not to mention certain brain cells 
and the thoughts they produce the secret wishes -the futile 
regrets^ — our ships that never arrived ” 

Great Lord, h<iw sick and liicd she sometimes was of his 
high-flowing language and liis incorrigirffc foreign, accent and 
of all her own enervating efforts at siiaping liim once more into 
the man, he had been before Maud's death, and building up 
his interrupted career and slipping fame — all over again 

“I can’t make you out, Flon, I never quite know where I 
stand with you. vSometimes it is as though we didnl speak the 
same language.” 

“Well, actually wc doij’t. You ought to have known that 
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from the moment yoU'canle to Vienna, remember? You were 
qjuit^ b0^ider£i.and just as disappointed as you are now with 
me. Wc are two different continents, darling, and , whatever 
yc dOy there’s an Atlantic between us. Always.” 

“Don’t say ‘always.’ It makes me so unhappy. Why are you 
^sahard t6 understand?” 

“Am I? Fm sorry, dear. You shouldn’t have put a leaden 
nickel like me in your pocket. Allegro non troppo, a Sdhubert 
,'tfio, a Beethoven sonata, cliamber music — that’s me. A collec- 
tion of things you don’t care for- my background among ' 
others. You didn’t understand Vienna — why should you under- 
stand me? To me Vienna vvitli all its petty shabbiness and- 
great traditions isVtill home: to you it’s a junk heap.” 

“Nonsense. You're an American citizen now. You love 
America, don’t you? You love me or don’t you love me? 
Oh, Florian — 

“Don’t cry, Angel, come here, kiss me- -yVngelina ” 

And the quarrel ended as all of them did : in a hungry and 
desperate embrace on the grave of a thousand buried mis- 
understandings. 


Summer 1<S9(S. It was the year when Austria’s Emperor 
Franz Joseph celebrated his golden jubilee, and Thomas 
.Cook’s were leading a trickle of American tourists into the 
festive old town. 

“Well, here wc arc: the Innocents Abroad,” said Mr. Ballard, 
shaking hands with obvious pleasure and patting Florian 
Ambros on the shoulder. Maud and Angelina stood back, 
well-inanneredly waiting their turn- Maud deeply flushed and 
with a vein throbbing at her bare throat, Angelina white and 
transt)arcnt in spite of all her check-pinching before J, he gr^af 
Encounter. When Ambros saw her, in her lime-green suit that 
contrasted so becomingly with her line blonde colours, he 
seemed speechless for a moment, 

“Angelina - but Herrj^ottl — wliat a beautiful young lady 
'Vou have become!” he said under his breath, before 
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remembered to kiss Mrs. Ballad’s hand. This time he did 
not kiss Maud’s but sh66k it casually, almost as though she 
were a boy. “You look much better, Maud, than when I saw 
y<^: last,” he said, adding for the parents’ benefit: “Maud 
ha^ a bad cold when 1 played in Lausanne, but she came {to 
iny concert in spite it.” Maud had spent the past winte^ 
ih Madame Cecile Rcvirc’s finishing school, the same one tof. 
which Mrs. Bensinger had sent her Caroline the year befow 
and in w'hich Annie was to be deposited come September. 

Angelina was afraid tliat Mr. Ambros might mention her 
letter, but he never did and thus something like a meaningful 
secret understanding between them was established from the 
first. In that letter she had mentioned tluir*Grand Tour quite 
nonchalantly, but actually she had been in grave danger of 
being left behind in Grandma Ballard’s charge. That she was 
now standing in the lounge of the Bristol Hotel with Mr. 
Ambros’ openly admiring glance upon her was a major 
victory won in a Napoleonic battle. 

Confronted with her mother's plan to fetch Maud in 
Lausanne and parade her through Europe, Ann had used all 
her will power not to throw a tantrum, until she had reached 
her room, “It's a crying shame and an oiiiragc and if they 
think they can do that to me — well. I'll show them, Wl show 
them! Mrs. Ballard - well, what else do you expect from her? 
— ^but Father, what’s the matter with him? Is he a henpecked 
husband? Why docs he let her gel away with murder?” 

' Jolly, no longer a pup, took to his heels with a yelp, and 
Beatrice mutiered something about men being men and “may- 
be your papa he rnusta give in on account he wanta go tb 
da ranch for da week-end.” 

“What has our ranch to do w'ith It?” 

“A/V//re, niente, Mcidonv.n mia, B.eatrice don’ta say not’ing, 
you too young for to undasiand, barnbina. Now you musta 
Vink of yourself.” 

“You bet your life T will,” said Ann. 

She could not help it if her mother’s densenes's forced her 
io use a white lie, a diplomatic little trick, from time to time. 
Anyway, if Mrs. Ballard had not been so indiscreet and nosy 
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she would not have read the letter Angelina hastily wrote and 
forgot in the latest copy of the Argonaut on the hall table. It 
was addressed to J. W. O’Shaughnessy Esquire~^not a school- 
boy any longer but a gripman on the Sutter Street cable par. 
Recently Angelina had discovered in herself a gift for writing 
effective letters, and the one Mrs. Ballard found downstairs, 
stamped but not posted, was of a shocking eloquence. 

Johnny darling, 

I have been thinking of you day and night and although I know 
it is all wrong 1 just can’t help myself. Yes, darling Johnny, I will 
meet you ton ion ow- -at oui usual place, the usual time. But you 
must promise me, Johnny dear, not to be too iorwaid and not to 
frighten me and not do anything 1 would not want you to do. 

Your little Annie, forever and a day. 

P.S. Each little cross stands for — you know what. 

xx\x xxxx xxxx — and more to conic. 

The gripmen on the cable cars were notably strong and 
flirtatious and not too seldom some young lady of good 
family would get herself scandalously involved with oiae of 
the handsome lads. The usual procedure in such regrettable 
cases was to send the silly young thing away, to Chicago, New 
York, even to Europe, if the family could afford it. After a 
while the erring daughter would return, lined down, saturated 
with culture, and too sophisticated for the primitive appeal 
of a gripman. In fact Caroline Bensinger had been packed 
off to Lausanne for no other reason, and what did I tell 
you, my dear, now she is liappily married to James Brooks II, 
of the Menlo Park Brookses. 

In consequence, and with the magic power of a flying carpet, 
her astute letter had carried Angelina all the way from San 
Francisco to tlic Hotel Bristol in Vienna. Johnny had served 
his purpose. 1 mustn't forget to send him a post card one of 
these days, thought Angelina. 

“Well — here we arc,” she said. 

“Yes — here you are,” Mr. Ambros answered, not too 
brightly. And then, just as on that unforgettable day in their 
music room, he took Angelina’s hand in his (thank heavens, 
she had had the presence of mind to remove her glove)* 
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and cupped his other hand over hers. And, great God in 
heaven, there it was, the same thing happened all over 
again,, the electric shock, the tingling swekness, hot and cold, 
heavy in the knees, the wanting more of it, more, more, all of 
it^ 

“Nice little hotel,” Mr. Ballard said benevolently. 

“Not^to be compared with our Palace, though,” said Mrs. 
Ballard.* 

“But it has cache!,''" Maud said in her careful finishing- 
school French. 

“You may call it what you want, but to me it looks plain 
shabby. And I don’t quite trust the — cr — conveniences,” Mrs. 
Ballard said, blushing through her rice powder. Mr. Ambros 
was still holding Angelina’s hand in his celebrated fingers. 

On the boat they had met a certain Mr. Hopper, Clyde 
Hopper, six feet two, two hundred and ten pounds of English- 
man, with a shock of reddish-blond hair above a corrugated 
forehead, a firecracker of a fellow, all fun, strength, and tall 
stories. •Hopper was a tea planter from Ceylon and he had 
taken quite a fancy to tlie beautiful younger Ballard girl. As 
Hopper was the s.s. Majestic s prize catch sfic had accepted 
his somewhat ostentatious attentions, had tramped four times 
round the deck with him every morning, had danced with 
him, and on a moon-polished night she had perinitlcd him to 
show her the upper dock. Up there in the thick black shade of 
the funnel Hopper had grabbed and forcefully kissed her; 
Angelina had been sincerely revolted by this crude attack, 
but also faintly pleased by her ability to make men forget 
themselves. “You arc forgetting yourself, Mr. Hopper,” she 
had-told him severely. Hopper, suddenly 4 very small, humble, 
and repentant man, had asked her forgiveness and awkwardly 
tried to make her understand how long he had missed the 
refining company of a lady and his urgent need for such. 

In the meantime Mr. Hopper and Mr. Ballard had become 
quite friendly over a few glasses at the bar and Mr. Ballard 
spoke with a certain appreciation of Hopper’s drinking 
capacity — “You must hand it to the Britishers, they carry 
their liquor like gentlemen” — and of his shrewd head for 
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business. It seemed there was a bit of trouble in Ceylon, with 
soi^ie bug or othefr in the plantations, and 1^, Hopper had 
come tQ tile United States to inform himselt about the cfiances 
,of ; moving into sugar. He had thought of Cuba, but thete 
rWete constant wars and revolutions ^nd no end of rioting'^ 
Ballard suggested the newly acquired territory^ of 
Hawaiian Islands as a better bet. Angelina noticed an ever.W 
sjiight attempt on lier parents’ part to encourage Mr. Hopper 
in his courlsliip, and there were indeed a few things to be said 
in his favour. Mr. Hopper was an Englishman and obviously 
quite well to do. Mr. Hopper had shot tigers. Mr. Hopper 
made less ado.aybout his malaria than bather did about a 
common cold. Mf. Hopper had given Angelina a nine-foot- 
long python skin as a little souvenir and had shown her a 
careless handl’ul of star sappinres, expertly displayed in the 
dusk of his cupped palms, ‘'Nothing to it, down there they’re 
lying on the street.” Mr. Hopper was almost a romantic 
figure: Angelina pictured him lording it over a slew of brown 
slaves and picking up sappliircs as big as pebbles. And Ote kiss 
he had taken from her by force had not been an altogether 
unpleasant experience. 

It was amusing to reduce Mr. Hopper with all his terrifying 
strength and power to a state of feeble helplessness by no more 
than a smile or a pout. In other words, Angelina felt that Mr. 
Hopper was the sort of man slie could wrap iiround her tiny 
little linger any time she pleased. 

But the moment Florittn Ambros had bedded her hand into 
the vibrant shell of his long, famous, and well-paid fingers, 
Mr. Hopper became a figment, all six feet two of him, and 
dissolved like a pulT.of smoke. 1 mustn’t forget to send him 
a post card one of these days, thought Angelina. 

“So this is Vienna,” Mr. Ballard said when they were on 
their way to visit Mr. Ambros’ mother, the three ladies and 
their three little parasc>Is crowded into the back of an open 
landau, locally called a fiakcr, and the two men trying to 
arrange their long legs and polite knees on the vis-a-vis* 
this is your Vienna,” Father said with a tourist’s willingness 
be pleased by the siglits. Well, there it was and so what? 
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Grey stone buildings, most of the houses were low and yet 
niost of the stireets were harrow and dark. In the park an 
anaazmg number of amazingly ill-bred and ill-kept dogs and , 
oht the streets a preponderance of conceited slim blue uniforms; 
A ‘Soft air, soft, fuzzy outlines. The chestnut trees stood in. 
littie pools of faded, dropped blossoms and the lilac froth 
had gone sour like yesterday’s raspberry mousse. “Not quit^ 
as gay’as T thought ” Father said, a little taken aback. 

“Dm liebcr Gott, v^hy should we be gay?" said Idorian. “We 
are a melancliolic race, that’s why we make so many jokes, 
mostly about ourselves. We’re born wise and old and tired and 
our friends will have to accept us. Miss Maud^ dilapidated and 
disillusioned as we are.” 

Everything had the same aspect of shabbiness, of having 
been in use too long, of being in need of repair and a new coat 
of paint — even the faces of the young people. Also Vienna was 
dirty. San Francisco, too, had its due amount of dirt, but the 
San Francisco dirt was dilfercnt; washed by tlic fog, filtered 
by tho salty air, swept by the perpetual winds, it was such a 
fresh new dirt that it might have been brought into town every 
morning on the fruit and vegetable carts. Whereas the Vienna 
dirt seemed to have been left there for centuries and the older 
it got the more the Viennese seemed to like it. There w!ls not 
a glint, a gleam, a sparkle about the domes of their churches, 
the monumenls in their parks, or the inconspicuous facades of 
their palaces; as if no one had ever taken the trouble to rub 
off the greenish, greyish, brownish crusts of the past. 

“And where, may one ask, is your Blue Danube?” Mr. 
Ballard inquired, and, so help us God, Mr. Ambros didn’t 
seem to know. 

“Oh, somewhere on the outskirts, where the foxes bid each 
other good night. 1 never saw it myself, but I’m told it isn’t 
blue at but pea-soup yellow.” 

“Well, well. 1 hope Vienna still loves at least to waltz?” 
Mr. Ballard said, somewhat abashed. 

“Yes, T suppose so; there will be some dancing 'during the 
'f&bilee month — the Jubilee Ball, for instance, with the court 

arid all the bigwigs in ^attendance ” and catching the 

77 



breathless expression on Mrs. Ballard’s face he added non- 
chalantly: “If you’d care, I could ask Joszi to get you an 
invitation. It’s one of those super-exclusive, super-boring 
affairs, you know ” 

“What a funny name — Joszi. Wtjat is he? A gypsy? A 
fiddler? A dancing master?” 

Florian smiled affably into Mrs. Ballard's heated face. “Yes, 
a bit of all this, so to speak. But basically he is an archduke, 
Josephus Albcrtus, one of His Majesty’s nephews.” 

There followed an impressed and prolonged silence among 
the Ballards, until Mr. Ballard found some stout democratic 
ground under his feet. “1 was told they’re all rascals and 
women chasers, your archdukes?” 

“Absolutely. But very likeable ones. Tin quite fond of my 
friend Joszi, he really knows a lot about music.” 

“You mean you may talk to him as to anyone else?” Mrs. 
Ballard asked, stunned. 

“Why shouldn’t 1? In our quartet 1 play the first fiddle and 
he the second. We have some chamber music in his^palais 
every Wednesday, you know- — — ” 

I had almost forgotten how wonderful you arc, Florian, 
thought Angelina. 1 would like to kiss you, this very moment; 
you’d like theft, too, wouldn't you? Oh yes, you would,' 
darling 

They rolled across a bridge spanning a malodorous thin 
trickle of a streamlet in a wide berth and passed along an 
unbelievably noisy open market, large and colourful like a 
county fair; they tunnelled their way through the thick, com- 
mon smells of onion and sauerkraut and fish and cheese and 
rotting fruit, and suddenly their carriage stopped and Florian 
said : “Please to descend — that’s where my mother lives and 
we can’t drive through the market. I must trouble you to walk 
a few steps.” a 

Somewhat abashed, the Ballard ladies gathered up their 
skirts and tiptoed across puddles and slippery cobblestones 
and wet pkinks and the moulding refuse of the market. Around 
them surged the harsh, alien voices of broad market women, 
bartering, quibbling, singing out thejr stuff, muscle men with 
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tattoed arms pushed past, and a butcher boy carrying half a 
calf on his shoulders almost spattered their gowns with blood. 
They were wondering what they had let themselves in for, and 
from what obscure and embarrassing depth their elegant friend 
might have climbed f^is way to fame. 

Their misgivings vfcre growing as Ambros ushered them 
with a polite gesture through a narrow doorway into the non- 
descript building behind the market stands. 'There was 4* 
narrow dark little passage, blocked by empty wine barrels and 
lit only by the red light under an oleo of the Madonna; then 
came a small yard, more cobblestones, more crates and barrels 
and handcarts. A walnut tree nodding green over a pinkish 
wall full of cliildrcn’s dirty scrawls — the same in every language 
and of such a bold symbolism that the ladies averted their 
eyes. Just then and there [dorian stopped with a happy smile. 
“You will love this,” he announced. “It’s called Das Freihaus; 
in former times it gave asylum to anyone who was persecuted. 

And look ” he said in a great commotion as they reached 

anG«thcr, larger yard. “This is the place where Mozart lived 
in a little garden house. Remember, Maud? I promised I 
would show you one day the very spot where he composed 
The Ma^ic Flute — and now you’re really here; I can hardly 
believe it.” 

Suddenly Angelina felt left out and the surroundings were 
not inspiring; right under her nose two men in soiled white 
aprons were unpacking enormous loaves of Swiss cheese from 
some crates and the smell of cheese always made her feel a 
little sick. She linked her hand in Florian’s arm to pull him 
away and looked up into his eyes: “Oh. Florian, I’m so 
excited, it is almost too much for me; you must show me and 
tell me everything about Mozart ari’d — and — and Mozart. I 
feel so ignorant, but you will teach me all the thousand things 
I ougljt to know. About Mozart, for instance, you promise?” 

Mrs. Ballard, cemented tightly into her high corset, began 
to huff and puff as the few steps stretched into an interminable 
wandering across courtyards of every shape and description, 
through doorways, under arches, along passages, and up and 
down little steps and stairs. 
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“You see, thqtJFr^e^aus is a Kttle, world all to ifeelf,” Florian 
explained. ‘‘A multitude of people live and have lived here for 
centuries.’ side by side, rich and poor, high and low, a cobbler 
PH the. same floor with a duchess, a woman of ill repute np;xt 
ti>. a professor of theology, a rich family neighbourly sharing 
the toilet with a consumptive seamstress married to a shiflr 
less drunkard. I suppose you would call it a democratic way 
75? life 

To the Baliards, who came from a democracy where not 
only the part of the town but even the very side of the street 
ydiere you lived made all the dilfercncc in an unbending and 
unbreakable social preier, this house was an incomprehensible 
curiosity and perhaps even a little shady. 

Through another small gate, up narrow stairs, more noises, 
niore smells, all the drawbacks of a small neighbourhood, and 
they stopped before a low white door. It opened as if by 
.magic and there stood a tall old man in a shabby ill-fitting 
uniform and with while gloves on enormous hands. 

“Die Gcncralin at home?" Florian asked. 

“At your orders. Your Grace. Her Grace is expecting you.” 

The Baliards were no longer quite so innocent as they had 
been before their two weeks in London, where they had taken 
ih the sFghts and met a few fashionable eccentrics; still they 
W^Jre surprised and bewildered when I dorian presented them 
tp his mother; she was called the Gcncralin, for in Austria her 
late husband’s rank and title were her due share and inheri- 
tance. Small, erect, and vivacious, she received her guests in 
her low-ceilinged salon among the lime-darkened portraits of 
previous Ambroses. With hair like a piled-up dish of shining 
blackberries (“I am dyeing it with nut extract, an old family 
prescription, grey-haired women are an c>esorc and should be 
shot at dawn,” she declared), with eyes so black and fiery they 
made Angelina think of prunes in brandy. She clenched g short 
black thick cigar between the whitest teeth imaginable and 
laughed with the largest, widest mouth permissible to a woman., 
This wild red slash w^as painted an unrestrained, uproarious 
j^carlet, as in San Francisco not even the fast women in the 
Audience or on the stage of the Orpheum would have had the 
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audacity to painf it; her eyebrows were as thick shaggy 
as moustaches and her smstll thoroughbred hands were in 
constant motion, talking and expressing when words failed 
her. Gay. wise, and shockingly outspoken. Die Generalin was 
i^ithout any doubt A Lady, although, the Ballards though, a 
fcit odd, not to say crazy. 

minutes after Florian had introduced the Ballard famijy 
to hi§ mother, the door of the adjoining room opened to a 
chink in whicli Mousie’s nondescript face appeared, blinking 
round owl’s eyes at him. Ignoring the visitors, or possibly not 
even noticing them, she called a few commanding words in a 
harsh German, at which Morian jumped up from his chair, 
muttered something about an important rehearsal — impossible 
to cancel--be back at four-thirty- and shot out of that door 
without so much as a good-bye. ‘‘Well, there he goes, there 
you have my Flori in life si/e! The way he is rushing off 
you would think he was having a rendezvous with La 
Valericnne. I’m sure you’ve heard of her in America, she’s 
the most famous amoureusc of Vienna. But no, it’s that 
rat, bald-headed, bearded, grumpy old man, his teacher, he 
is after. You know, my son Mori i^ the white sheep in a 
black flock, a little snow-white lamb among that pitch- 
black tribe of the Ambroses. Fvery single Ambro§, five 
generations back : a soldier, an ofliccr. Finn’s four brothers? 
All in the cavaliy. Mis father, God bless his soul, a good 
soldier, a good ofllcer, a tine general. And each of my three 
laughters married to an ofliccr, too. Believe me, Frau von 
Ballard, it’s an expensive sport, having sons in the cavalry and* 
[Harrying girls off into the army. Yes, and as 1 was saying, 
bine years after the youngest girl there arrives this late-comer, 
this Flori of mine, well, maybe we had become a trillc careless 
—and — voilci romdcttcl From the day of his birth he wasn’t 
like the^thers. He was only three weeks old when he tried to 
lift his head, and you know what made him do it? He had 
hjeard the bugler blow reveille. You should have seen the 
general laugh and swing the boy high up into the ^lir! ‘That’s 
it^ Cadet Ambros!’ he shouted. ‘Lp reveille! At attention! 
You’ll make a fine soldier someday!’ Jawohl, but that turned 
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to vinegar. Flori hates the army, he hates the uniform, his 
shooting is abominable, he can’t fence two red pennies* worth, 
and you should only see him on a horse. Heilige Maria Mutter 
Qoites! He squats on it like a Quargel — but maybe you don’t 
know what a Quargel is? It’s one of ^ those very flat, cheap, 
stinking little cheeses which bricklayers and such people eat. 
It’s really a disgrace, an Ambros who doesn’t care for horses. 
^Mother,’ he tells me, ‘I have only two tools, a left hand 'and a 
right, and if I break one of them falling otT a horse, it’s fini for 
me!’ Even as a little boy he was like that, nothing but learn- 
ing and studying and reading and fiddling his heart away and 
listening into himself as if he consisted of nothing but ears. 
‘Are you sure you had no affair with that gypsy fiddler in 
Temesyar?’ the general used to tease me. Well, I might have 
looked a few times too often at that Lajos while 1 was preg- 
nant; I wouldn’t have done it had 1 known the result. Or 
maybe I would — yes, sometimes I think if I had looked a bit 
more at that Tsigany, my Mori wouldn’t take his music so 
serious Have another piece of GugelJiupf, I baked ii my- 

self and T tell you a secret: it only turns out right if you take 
twelve eggs — and how would you like your coffee? For me 
personally it can’t be black and strong enough but perhaps the 
girls prefer it with Sclilagohers‘? No, no, no, Mr. Ballard, for 

you I have something special Djuro! Djuro! Bring the 

bottle of Tokayer I put on the window sill in the kitchen, by 
now it must be exactly warm enough — and, Djuro, you ox, the 
Bohemian glasses, you know the ones I mean? 

“He’s quite a character, our Djuro Baszy'" she said when 
the servant had disappeared. “He came to us as my husband’s 
orderly when he was eighteen, a young savage with straw in 
his hair. I had to teach him to wash, to talk, to serve, every- 
thing. So help me God, if 1 hadn’t to take him by the hand 
and show him whal a toilet was meant for and he w£\s crying 
bitter tears he was so frightened by the flushing pull ” 

The Ballards sat entranced. Everything about and around 
the General in was a contradiction of their concept of high 
society and elegance and yet — there was something Un- 

obtrusively they scanned the furniture, so few pieces and such. 
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very simple ones, hardly any ornaments or carvings, neither 
lace curtains nor grandly arranged layers of plush and brocade 
draperies, no portieres between the rooms but only bare white- 
painted doors; and far from having advanced to electricity the 
Generalin had not gaslight in her flat but only two kero- 
sene lamps on the broad commode between the windows. 

* ‘‘A fine piece, nicht wahrl'' said tnc Generalin. 
Empress Maria Tcrcsia gave it as a wedding gift to my great- 
great-grandmother, and now Joszi wants to buy it back, he 
offered me five thousand gulden, but f told him, 'No ! I’m not 
in the old-furniture business,’ T told him, ‘but if you’d give me 
your violin you may have my commode.’ You know, he owns 
a Stradivari which Flori wants more than anything else on 
earth or in heaven, but Joszi only laughed about my offer; of 
course, his Stradivari is worth five times as much as my com- 
mode, although both come from Maria Tcrcsia. Nice boy, 
Joszi, but a devil witli the women.” 

“How very interesting," Mrs. Ballard said obtusely. 

The conversation was carried on with the Generalin rattling 
off her fast and easy and incorrect French (probably she could 
not conceive tliat there existed people who did not understand 
that universal language), and Angelina made up her rgind then 
and there to study French. Maud, hanging on by the skin of 
her teeth, interpreted the gist of i( to her parents and Angelina 
did not do too batlly with Beatrice’s Italian, although it was a 
regrettably vulgar mixture of Sicily and Telegraph Hill. As for 
Mr. Ballard, he seemed to regain his German by leaps and 
bounds because the Generalin was a woman after his own 
heart. And that Mrs. Ballard didn’t understand anything was 
just as well, because some of the Geperalin’s tales and curses 
would have shocked her beyond belief. 

The clock on the antique commode had signalled the half 
hour,»Florian Ambros had not returned, and Mr. Ballard was 
growing extremely thirsty for a solid gulp of whisky, a bever- 
age apparently unknown in Vienna, The sweet hot wine made 
him sleepy and homesick for the Cocktail Route, where at 
this hour all his friends assembled in the cosy, smoke-filled, 
dignified bars. Angelina could sense some of this because she 
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herself was of Sari Francisco at this moment; in San 

Francisco cVAybddy spoke English and you knew, where you 
stood, While hem you were always confused and in danger of 
appearing an ignorant fool every lime you opened your mouth, 
For no apparent reason, Mr. Hopper hjyl come lo her mind., 
I^^JJopper said four-thirty he meant four-thirty and ip his, 
sizzling impatience to meet her he would probably be there 
Ibhg before the appointed time. But here she was the impatient 
the minutes dragged by, and after an eternity the bronze 
blbck on the commode cleared its line little throat to signal 
fhat it was five o’clock. And not a glimpse of Florian yet, while 
the linguistic patchwork of their conversation showed signs of 
fatigue. 

“My Flori forgets everything else when he works with 
his teacher, who was a close friend of Brahms himself,” the 
Generalin explained, “and that violin concerto is no small 
matter. Please, you must understand that, Fraulein Maud, and 
hayc a little patience. He will be here soon, Fm sure.” 

' “I’m not impatient, madame. Now that T have waited so long’ 
I might as well wait another half hour,” Maud said enigmatic- 
ally and Angelina wislied she herself understood French a little 
better. 

“Musifeians arc tunny people. Miss Maud,” the Generalin 
was saying, “and music is a funny thing, that much I have 
learned. You cannot touch it, yon cannot see it, you cannot 
explain it, au fond it is nothing. But to a person like my Fieri it 
is everything. To him music is as real as this table, or his bed; 
or'his own shirt. 'To my Flori music is the only real thing in 
the world and the rest i,s- well, of small — of very small im- 
portance,” and with her eloquent hands she made a gesture 
tjtat threw all reality in the ashcan and left (mly a swinging 
line of music sketched into the air. Meeting Angelina’s uncom- 
prehending glance, she continued in Italian : “Tt is crazy, .come 
to think of it: a boy scratching a few dry guts with a few 
hairs from a horse’s tail. And that’s his whole life. And with 
,th|it he can make you happy and make you cry, sometimes, 
atid make love to you and take you out of yourself ” 

“And become famous and rich,” Angelina completed the 
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sentence' that had remained floating in the air, a fragment, an, 
unfinished poem. 

The Generalin chuckled and gave Angelina’s haxtd ^ swift 
Htfle^pad. “You, Piccolina,” she said, “you are a realik, that 
much I can sec. Wijll, shall we clink glasses to realists aSttd: 
dreamers alike, Herr von Ballard?” 

When Florian had not returned by six o’clock, the Ballard^' 
leff in total exhaustion, guided by Djuro through the maze o? 
the Frciliaiis to their wailing fiaker. Mrs. Ballard took a deep 
breath. “Well!" was all she said. 

“Well what. Mama?" 

“Well- yoifd think with all the money Mr. Ambros is 
making he could aiVord a better place for his mother to 
live.” 

“We don't imdcrsland these people. Tvlaybe she likes it 
simple. Ifs at least a place where a man wouldn’t always get 
caught in your darn tassels and sluiT,” bather replied. 

“So it’s on acc(Ujnt of my tassels tliat you’re going out to 
the ranch every week-end," Mrs. Ballard said pointedly. “As 
if a man mightn’t get caught by worse things than tassels.” 

Maud woke up from some placid levcric to remark: “Simple 
or not, the Generalin has style. She’s a grande dame. Noblesse 
oblif^cr 

“Oh fudge! If you want my opinion, tiiat w'oman is plain 
crazy,” Mrs. Ballard said with finality. Ann had nothing at all 
to say; for once she was in agreement v/ith her mother. 


Vienna wus filling up with a multitude of His Majesty’s 
humble and picturesque subjects brought to the capital from 
all the provinces and countries <.>[ the far-lhmg monarchy to do 
homt*ge to their venerable old sovereign; the aristocracy left 
their castles and country scats, and representatives and diplo- 
mats arrived from ail corners of tiic workk On the streets every 
conceivable language could be heard and there \verc the most 
outlandish costumes to be gaped at by great numbers of 
(Curious and easily impressed tourists. 
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As for the Ballards, their friendship with Florian and the 
Gencralin had raised them from the flat level of Thos. Cook’s 
Arranged Tours to the lofty planes of High Life. But what 
made everything perfect for them was the glorious moment 
when one nice day, on entering the hot^, they encountered 
tlte Frankels. 

' The Frankels were Americans and they were from San Fran- 
Ofeto and when you said Sutro Heights they knew what you 
were talking about, and they spoke a white man’s language. 
It was a meeting of iriends lost and errant in the wild dark 
forests of Europe; and so the e]uiet, discreet hotel lobby was 
treated to the exuberant, naively happy, excessively noisy spec- 
tacle performed wherever Americans meet in foreign countries. 
True, in San Francisco the Ballards and the 1 rankcls moved 
in different sets; the Ballards were to the F>ankels what the 
Bensingers were to the Ballards. They saw each other at 
official occasions only, in committees, charity drives, com- 
munity affairs; and it w'as tacitly understood that after their 
return each family would come to roost in its prescribed 
pigeonhole. But for the present this meeting was the luckiest 
tiling that could have happened to either of them, and in a 
glow of joy, the ladies shrill with delight, the men so moved 
they had to hide behind loud and terrible jokes, a friendship 
for life was toasted witii a few bottles of champagne. Suddenly 
Vienna took on a new radiance, now that Mrs. Ballard could 
parade her new gowns and hats and her staggering connec- 
tions with the aristocracy before the quick-tongued, swift -eyed 
Mrs. Frankel. On the other hand, the Frankels knew some 
German and weie familiar with the town, where they still had 
relatives, and expertly and a little patronizingly they took the 
lead in all further shopping, sight-seeing, and programme 
making. 

In spite of boasling perhaps a bit too loudly to the Frankels, 
the Ballards lived in great anxiety; hoping and waiting and 
praying that Florian might conjure up the all-important invita- 
tion to the otherwise inaccessible Jubilee Ball. Three dazzling 
ball gowns were in the making for the Ballard ladies. Mrs. 
Ballard hoped to appear in violet satin with twenty-two 
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bunches of silver grapes holding up the French lace flounces 
around her skirt and the deep d^colletage. On Angelina’s 
advjce Maud would be dressed in white watered silk which 
went well with her florid complexion although it made her 
look just the least bit broad in the beam. Angelina herself had 
fought tooth and nail ll)r a black velvet gown to .point up her 
fragile blonde beauty. But Mrs. Ballard insisted that only 
widows or fast women might be seen in black velvet and 
finally they compromised on blue chilTon, as dark and yet 
translucent as the sky of a summer night. Sometimes, staring 
into the mirror with the old fascination, Angelina could 
become a little intcexicalcd with herself. I'hat’s me, she would 
say to her own rellection, that’s me, so svv'eet, so young, so 
lovely. She would caress the skin of her shoulders, fondle her 
own hair, maybe put a strand of it between her teeth for an 
exuberant taste of herself. Sometimes she would play at being 
the Wicked Queen in the fairy talc of Snow White; it was an 
old game, and every mirror told her that she was the fairest 
one and not to b(Hher about Maud, that dull goody-goody 
Snow White with her cheeks like blood; but in the end the 
mirrors always frightened her a bit, just as they had in her 
childhood; in the end the Wicked Queen had lo step into 
red-hot glowing slippers and dance herself to death. . . 

Nervously Ann counted the days left until their departure. 
One more week and they would leave on their prepaid Thos. 
Cook’s Grand Tour for Budapest, tlierc to enjoy the continua- 
tion of the interminable jubilee jubilations. At first Angelina 
had taken it for granted that Florian would accompany them 
to the Hungaiian capital, but once more she collided with one 
of those chilly little disappointments v. hich being in love with 
a celebrity seemed lo sweep along in its course. Florian pro- 
tested heatedly that he was dying lo show them Budapest. 
“But alas! I don’t belong to myself, I am a slave to my 
schedule, you understand that, Maud, Angelina, Mr. Ballard, 
nicht wahr'r' He looked pale and slightly desperate; his eyes 
^were absent, his hair a jungle, and his hands ^prestless like 
animals fleeing before a forest fire. ^"/Icrr^ott, 1 ought to have 
my programme ready for my next concert tour, but I have 
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tely and I’m f^r behind, I’m playing like an 
iweinereti isn’t it, Mousie?” And : ^^Jawohl, 
i all Mousie had as an answer. 


, Angelina was furious at hlonan, at Brahms and his concerto, 
jit Mousie, at the whole woild. Now take a man like Hopper; 
^he certainly would have come to Budapest with them. Indeed, 
;\Vith the slightest encouiagemciit he would have followed them 
all over the Continent; in fact he still was capable of popping 
up on their tracks somcwheie. Hut Angelina iit that point did 
hot want HoppeV. What she wanted w'as Florian. 

In the meantime stands were erected along the route of 
the great children’s parade that was to be the climax of the 
celebrations, miles oi bunting were draped anti festooned, and 
the fever tcmperatine o1 the town rose by the hour. There were 
military parades, there was a solemn profession round the old 
cathedral of St. Stephen’s with all the bells rniging, all Ihcpomp 
and circumstance of the Church, all the purple and scarlet of 
the cardinals, all the blessings of the Pope’s Nuntius, and all 
the mysterious smiles of long-limbed Gothic saints carried out 
from t^cir dark niches into the sunlight. There was a feeling 
of elated happiness everywhere and yet a strange undercurrent 
of old age and decay. “The funeral smell,” bdoriari said in one 
of his blue moods whieli always descended upon him when 
his venerable teacher was not quite satisfied. “Beneath the 
flowers the hearse is hidden. . . . 

Six days, five days until the great Jubilee Ball, and no invita- 
tion had arrived. After all her bragging to the Frankcls and her 
writing boastful little }jostscripts to her San Francisco friends 
back home, Mrs. Ballard was riding for a fall and she grew 
even more dyspeptic than usual. “If wc can’t go to that^ball it’H 
kill me,” she declared; her cliin was trembling and her hand$j 
shaking. “Where do you wish to be buried?” asked My.J 
'^Ballard, who also showed signs of stress and strain. Angeling 
grew frantic. She too had pinned all her hopes on that ballil 
' on the blue gown, a dance with Florian, a word, a kiss, some^ 
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thing deciding and final Only Maud kept her equilibrium in 
the'impending crisis; but Maud was a complacent cow and. 
besides, she had not much to lose. . . . 

“Well, I take it we won’t be at that ball after all,” remarked 
Mrs. Ballard to Flori 2 |^ with a brave show of indifference. Only 
her nose, shiny like a copper button, gave her inner tormeitft 
away. “After all, Vienna isn’t San Francisco, nobody knows 
whrf we arc in this t<^wn. and so we simple Americans gdt 
snubbed by the High-and-Mighty,” she said with more than 
a tinge of Polk Street. 

“But, Mrs. Ballard of course you shall be at the ball,” 
Florian prolc^tcd, return in<’ liom one of his dreamy distances. 

“But we haven't been united,” Mrs. Ballard said, almost 
crying. 

“/Ir// (In vrosscr (h)l( tlie invit<ition’ 1 lorgot ail about it. 
Here 1 have been carrying it around with me for a week,” 
Florian said, moie abscut-iniiided and exasperating than ever. 
Such a thing Lould nevci have happened w ith Hopper, Angelina 
thojght. 

The morning of the gieat childien’s paiade came up as if 
God himself w'cic smiling upon the town. The air was sweet 
and without wcnihl, the ticcs on the Ringsiiassc threw fine 
merry shadows, and higli ovei the heads of the ciowc>a forest 
of flags was crackling on hiah llagpolcs. d hanks to Florian 
and his friend Jo^/i, ihe Ballaids had their scats among the 
select on the stands nv‘\t to the huge tent of the Fmperor. 
They could sec him closely, a tall, slim, white-haired figure 
in a white tunic, vvh.o at regular intervals lifted his right hand 
to salute as if an invisible puppeteer were pullimi the string 
that made the old sovcicien erect the youth and future of his 
countiyx Hour after hour the children marched by, cheering 
in well-drilled unison, the siin Jimbed higher, it grew hotter 
and tjje rough planks of the benches became harder by the 
minute. Children, children, and more children, an unbeliev- 
able flood of children; it was quite imprcssjve and also of an 
unbearable boredom. Probably you had to be' an emperor 
trained to the acceptance of such tributes to be able to stand 
it for any length of timp. Under the flattering reflection of her 
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red parasol Angelina felt herself turn white and whiter in the 
fa§c and a fine fflm of perspiration cbvered her skin. She had 
gdt p]p much earlier than she was used to and she had been 
a' bit dizzy to begin with; and when the defile of children kept 

streaming past like a river without epd; and when Florian 
kept on paying too much attention to Maud, just as if he had 
forgotten that slie herself existed; and when she felt that she 
t^^dn’t possibly stand the sight of one single row more of 
C|^ldren marclimg by, it did not take her much of an effort to 
Escape the entire insupportable spectacle. Uttering a small 
moan, she fainted. 

It was rather plejisant, this letting herself go limp and drift- 
ing down a Healing darkness, k'ainting, she had dropped 
against Florian's arm and at last he became aware that she 
too was there, after all. Before Mr. Ballard could come to 
her assistance Angelina had managed to be lifted up in 
Florian’s arms and softly borne away; now out of the row 
of spectators, now down the steps behind the slands, now 
towards the next of the ambulance stations providently ♦dis- 
persed along the route of the parade. It was very sweet and 
restful, particularly when she remembered that Florian ordin- 
arily strictly refused to carry anything but his violin case. 
He clairficd it would ruin his hands and Mousic was for ever 
trotting after liim like a patient beast of burden, loaded down 
with batches of music and suitcases and the tin box contain- 
ing his reserve strings. That he was carrying her now without 
thinking of his sensitive and celebrated hands made Angelina 
feel very precious. But as she had no inclination to be handed 
over to nurses and doctors, she felt strong enough at that point 
to open her eyes. Through fluttering lashes she found Florian’s 
face clo.sely and worriedly and, yes, tenderly bent over hers. 
‘^She’s coming to, Mrs. Ballard,” he said and there, most un- 
tiecessarily, her mother popped up at her side. , 

“What happened to me? Did 1 faint? Oh, how foolish of 
me— I’m so terribly, terribly sorry ” Angelina whispered. 

It had bcch, to be sure, an improvisation, but quite a suc- 
efessful one as improvisations go. Forgetting Maud and his 
mother, Florian took her back to the hotel and kept holding 
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her hand and brushing her damp hair from her forehead and 
muttering sweet little nothings to her. And everything would 
have been perfect, had not Mrs. Ballard insisted on coming 
along, with her foot in her mouth as always. “I told you to 
gp easy on the goose liy^r, didn’t I?” and “You see, Annie, 
th^fs what comes from being laced in too tight,” and she 
made her take olf her stays and pushed pillows under her 
head and fussed over her and wouldn’t leave her alone with 
Florian for one single minute. 

Weak as slie fell after her fainting spell, Angelina could 
easily have stayed in bed and forced her family to postpone 
the departure for Budapest; but her father, mpre callous than 
usual, told her not to kick up a fuss, the trip on the river 
boat down the Danube would do her a load of good. Since 
the Bullards had s(’> happily met up with the Frankcls, Mr. 
Ballard was hell-bent on taking in the sights of Europe in 
their new friends’ company and getting his money’s worth 
out of Thos. Cook & Sons. And Mrs. Ballard added with 
a mcaft mixtuie of sympathy and malice: “Jt would really 
be too bad if our Annie were not well in time and we had 
to go to the Jubilee Ball without her.” 

“Don’t worry. Mother, 1 wouldn’t spoil that ball for you to 
save my life,” Angelina whispered, weak but game. To*Mrs. 
Ballard that Jubilee [kill meant the zenith of her life, so far. 
The smell of the basement stockroom of the hardware store on 
Polk Street was still in her nostrils, yet here she and her family 
were going to mingle witii nobility and Iiobnob with person- 
ages of royal blood. In iier mind slie was already composing 
the lecture she had decided to give for the 1 hursday Morning 
Club. And to make it all absolutely perfect, there were the 
Frankels, to witness and envy the Ballard triumph and tell the 
folks back home all about it. “Wo invited tlie Frankels to have 
dinner wkh us on Saturday,” she informed her daughter. “It’ll 
be such a treat to them to see us iii our new' gowns and watch 
Us drive off to the ball, don’t you think so? So you better see 
tOJt that you get well, Annie.” 

“I will, I will. I promise. I’ll stay in bed and sleep it off. You 
see how sensible I am? I -don’t even ask you to let me go to 
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j^he ojgpra tomght/’, said Ann in whose mind a h^autiful 
dioUgS as yet" embryonic plan was beginning to take shape. 

^ Sh^ seemed to be asleep when they left, but as soon as;jthpy 
safely off and gone, she jumped out of bed, did things to 
'Jl6r face, hands, and hair, dressed veyy simply but with great 
and disci iminalion, counted her money — yes, it would 8|o„ 
^or a cab — and was on hci way to the I reihaus 
^ ..“I’m Sony lo be sii^.h a— he w do you call it, Maud‘s— a wet 
— but not SIX hoises c uld drag me to the opera to listen 
to Caxcillcua Riistn ana ana Pa\^l aaP No, I'll sla> home and 
get my teeth into Hi duns," l loiian had said only yesterday. 
God himsell coidd n )i h we an linked a better opportunity for 
that urgenll> needed and dcsuni tcle-a-lCtc butween Angelina 
and Flonan Anibros, and cdthough the audacity of the adven- 
ture made her Ircinbic, <iciLiall} and hteialb tremble, as she 
was lolling and bumping in tl e old c ib across the bridge, she 
would have been a lool not lo make use ol this first and unique 
evening ol independence 

Bravely she stumbled thuaigh the ^parsclv ht couUyards 
and stairwa\s of the immense old hovel, but when at last 
she rang the bell, with a '■tuticr m hei bcait and a flutter in 
her stomach, the Anibios tlat seemed mute and dark and 
empt;J, She listened for the sound of the violin which at other 
times penetiatcd tlic th.v.k walls with such aiuioying insistence. 
Silence. And a sudden la^c shook bci small body as she 
thought. So he was l>mg, he didn't stay home heaven knows 
where and with whom is lunning anvand at this moment, 
while T— while I- weaf as { ani — )ust to show how much I 
care for him Oh, he doesn’t descicc it - 

She was about to turn around, a beaten army in retreat, 
when there vNas a shuUhni^ aiiiJ scrabbling, and Djuio, slecpy*- 
eyed and in disairay, opened the door “Is Mr Ambros 
home'^" Ann asked, walking past him into the dark hall. The 
old soldier gunned, bowed, pointcck gesticulated, and snapped 
some report in his batbanan language, con\e>mg to her soiUC^ 
how that Flonan had not come home yet, but was expecteQf 

•‘Good, Djuro T’ll wait a little ’’ Ann said grandly 

^rparched into the by now quite fa nihar and yet still 
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salon. Djuro lit kerosene lam^ and pushed chairs» and after a 
few, minutes' he appeared once more,^ cori'e(j;tly in his utii^qrnv 
an,d gloves, to bring a glass of" wine, some cake, and, th’ a 
^^max of hospitality, a family album. Ann opened it indiffer^, 
a^d was staring at ah of the members of the Ambros tribq^^ 
their horses, wives, ^ and children. Someday a photo of, 
'me will be in this album, she thought suddenly, and there was‘" 
once njore the lovely vision, the Alcn^^on lace, the string of 
pearls, a bridal veil, a whisper: ‘'"riiat's young Mrs. Ambros 
— he brought her from America - - ” 

Bent over a pliolo showing Floiian as an awkward fourteen- 
year-old in a litile cadefs uniform, she pretended not to have 
noticed that the door had been opened. She held her breath, 
there was such a tumult inside her chest- and what was he 
going to say to the surprise? 

“Waiting for Florian? Mind if I join you?” someone said, 
startling Ann out of her little pose, ft w^as Mousie, who never' 
before had said so much as “Clood morning” in English. Ann 
was stjiring at her, astonished and somewhat annoyed. There 
was generally something about Mousie’s appearances as though ^ 
she consisted of an ectoplasm that under the influence of music 
took human shape to retreat again into unktK;wn dimensions 
with the last bar. Mousie had been completely left ^ut of 
Ann’s calculations. “Cheat mcic>, \ou startled me! I —yes — I 
wanted to bring Mr. Ambios his gloves he forgot them in our 
hotel — hew come \ou speak Fiiglish all of a sudden?” 

“Why shouldn’t I? I was born in Brooklyn: w^ent to school 
there too. Been to school e\ciywhcrc: China, Turkey, Algiers 
— came to Vienna when 1 was tweKe. My father was a foreign 
correspondent — but never mind about me. There's somctliing 
I’ve wanted to discuss with \ou for c]lute some time. Miss 
feallard.” 

“With mc"^” Angelina searchctl her memory for all the care- 
less and revealing things she might liavc innocently let slip out 
\n Mousic’s presence: things not destined for these oldish, 
][^r^e ears with the fleshy, wrinkled lobes that alwa>fs reminded 
ybu of a rooster’s wattles. “Discuss? With me?” she asked in 
jawing annoyance. 
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‘‘indeed! You see, I want you to take Flori’s mind off his 
work. overtraining; he*s getting stale and the second 
mov^ent is drying up more and more. Take him out of it 
ojir we’re going to have a debacle.^’' 

‘Take him out? You’re being funnv, Mousie. How does one 
get Florian away from his violin?” ^ 

“Don’t ask me, my pet; if I Knew the trick I wouldn’t be left 
a virgin at forty-two. But I’ve watched you, and if y(?u can’t 
take him out, nobody can. How? That’s >our affair. Makp 
your big moist eyes at him, be the clinging vine, the lascivious 
child bride; promise him the dance of the seven veils, play 
Herodias’ little daughter to our saint before he turns tjie 
Brahms concerto into sawdust.” 

“Possibly 1 don’t quite understand your Brooklyn dialect. 
But — well! I really don’t think 1 gave you any reason for in- 
sulting me,” Angelina said, very angry. 

“Oh, ye gods. I’m not insulting you; on the contrary. I’m all 
for you! Look here, dearie, between you and me we’ll be 
straight, agreed? I’ve been studying which one of you t^^;o girls 
would make the better wife for our Florian,” Mousie an- 
nounced merrily. “No doubt your sister is the kinder one, the 
better one by far, but a woman that’s all goodness is a salad 
without dressing. She’d mother him and smother him, carry 
him his slippers and soothe his nerves and probably even cure 
him of his stage fright. But mind my word, Florian without 
stage fright would never be the success he is. It’s his greatest 
stimulant and he needs a peaceful life and quiet nerves as I 
need a boil on my nose. The wdiip, the sting, the picador’s 
spear in his side — that’s what our Flori needs and that’s what 
he would get from you. Prick him, needle him, excite him, 
drive him into a rage, hurt him, because he must learn about 
pains or his adagios will never amount to much! All you 
saints ! If I were the sort of woman who could hurt him, what 
an artist I should have made of him! As it is 1 can do nothing 
but play my doodle doodle doodle and scream at him when^ 
he gets too pedantic and meticulous, the poor fool. Well,, 

anyway ” Mousie said, pulling herself away from SjgnQib' 

dreamy speculation. “I’ve come to the conclusion that he^ 
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would do better to marry you, in spite of aJLthe trouble^you’re 
going to make for him. Also, a pretty wife is always an asset 
fQt a celebrity ” 

Mercy me, thought Angelina, who with difficulty had fol- 
lowed Mousie’s /igzacging ruminations. I believe that naSty 
poor old night owl is m love with Florian “You talk as if Mr* 
Ambros would only have to choose between me and my sis- 
ter.” ishe said, trying to sound as arrogant as Flonan did at 
times, 

“Indeed, and that's precisely what he will have to do, even 
if he doesn’t leali/e it Apait liom his music, Flori doesn’t 
know more ot himself than a potato m the ground ” 

“It appears the possibility never occuiied»to you that neither 
my sister noi myself might care to niair> Mi Ambros,” 
Angelina said v/Uh pompous dignit> Mousie was greatly 
amused 

“But suie, you want to nnri\ ! lornn, either of you, defi- 
nitely,” she answeicd mciiily 1 hen growing serious all of a 
sudi^en, she bent c loser to Angelina and asked confidentially: 
“Do you know how much \oui lather intends to give you 
girls for a dowry ^ He is a millionaire, isn’t he*^ Don’t you 
understand me ^ Your dot, vou knenv }our mairiage portion, 
to use an old-fashioned expiession ” 

“I’m sorry, but I don’t seem to understand vou at all,” 
Angelina ^aid with cold d’gnit> “I don't think that my father 
intends to buy us husbands, if that’s what you wish to convey 
to me It isn’t customary in the United States, not even in 
Brooklyn, I '^uppose ’ 

“Oh dear, oh d( ar,” sighed Mousie, “there you can see 
how long I’ve been awav fiom home’ Well, the tribal mores 
differ In some places husbands have *to be bought m others 
daughters arc sold to the richest customer in the USA. for 
instance Nothing to be particulaily proud of Over here no 
man v^ould dream of marriage with nothing but moonlight and 
stardust and young romance for a foundation One thing is 
sure, Flonan will have to put his hands on some.money soon 
— or why, did you think, would the Generalin kowtow to you 
people? She’s nobody’s fool, the tough old girl, and for all 
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her making fun of Florian she loves him more than all her 
other son^ together Believe you me, the Generalin will see to 
it thtij^’^he gets the money he needs for the Empress.’’ 

'v For a second Angelina wondered if Mousie's mind were po^- 
Sih/y slightly deranged; but there was nothing but a steady, 
't^tight, shrewd intelligence in hei round eyes 
^,^“You mean, he ncvei told you about her ^ Never mind, he 
will, he will, because he thinks of her c\cr> spare minute.” 

It knocked the brcatli out of Anechna “My God,” she whis- 
pered, “you don’t mean it' I loiian and the Lnipicss^” 

' Mousic burst with laughter ' MinL ' Now I’ve confused the 
issue. Listen hcie, my pel, the I mpic^s is i violin, a wStradivari, 
one of the greatest violins in e\isienvt., die’s called the Em- 
press because she was given as a piesent t^ the Fmpiess Maria 
ieresia ol Ausliia b\ iIk rouni DAiioi, who h.id inherited 
her from his lather But pcrhiip^ V(hi don't kn<nv that every 
one of the realh great vudins has a name ^ Well, remind me to 
give you a book in which \ou can read up ^he whole histoiy of 
the Empress, Iici Moi\ is ciiute as uitereding and romantic as 
that of «iny other gieal beautv fos/i owns hei now and lets 
Fieri play hci c\er\ once in a while and that tool Flori has 
fallen in Io\e with that I'ddic, he’s obse^sixl with tlie idea that 
his whvle caieci /iepends on getting ium and the F nipress 
togethei, he’s made up liis mind dial hell be an absolute 
failure if he c in’i get die 1 mpies 

“Why can’t hi’ ^ I Ik AiGidukc his liu iiJ, and if so much 
depends on it loi 1 lonan 

“Suic That’s what we <ill ihoirdit Hut Midd^,.nl> this Mr. 
Gibbons pops up, ndi is iicli can be and otleis Jos/i a fan- 
tastic piue Jos/i, on liis put, n^cd^ a lot vit monev just now 
to extricate lumsell bom the lovuig claws vd I a Valeiienne — 
you might have hcaid ol her <mcl selling the bmiiress to Mr. 
Gibbons seems an ea>v vva\ out Natm.dlv 1 Ion is terribly 
disappoint»,.d in oui geneious Archduke As a ^-onsolation Joszi 
got him another decoiation Moic honoui, more spinach foi 
Flori’s overworked lapels, thank you ever so kindly. Well, 
that’s how matteis stand at present and now you know why 
Florian has to come into money before Mr Gibbons buys the 
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Empress) Ife;<injEikes things- 
exactly , ^ere you ■ sitand,’* 

arc awful/’ Angelina ^id. clenching her 
whatever you say, I don’t believe that Florian would sell hiMt^ 
s6lf^ not even lo gel lh:‘|j fiddle.” 

“Of course not. 1:1c s such a lamb he would never undCf^^: 
Stand such a complex deal. Bui one thing I know: whoever 
will give him dial violin he will love and cherish to the end w 
his days. Ugh ! I have spoken.” 

For almost a niiniilc Angelina fell into a deep silence and 
'meditation. “How much does that fiddic cost?” she asked 
'soberly. (“You’d tliink my little Annie is just a butterfly,” Mr. 
Ballard always used lo say. “but you'd be' surprised what-a. 
good head siic has for figures ”) 

“The Arcliduke claims that Mr. Gibl^^ins offered him 
twenty thousaiui dollars for her. I don’t think it would break 
your father’s neck lo give you that much of a dowry, do, 
you?” 

Same of the shimmering lust’'e luid been rubbed off thC„ 
golden image of Fiorian; yei at the same time Angelina fe|t 
that she held the trump caid of the game. “Why doesn't Flot- 
ian buy die violin himself? He makes Jicaps of money, after 
all ” ' : 

“Makes it and spends it. Building up a career like his doesn!t 
come free of cliargc, girl. 1 !ow' the expenses pile up, ageilt$, 
travels, hotels, die posters, ilie halls: the little attentions and 
receptions for the gentlemen of the press; impresarios, repre- 
sentation, publicily; the whole bloody circus! Why, this 
might surprise you but he has so pay even me for my labour.' 
.'And don’t forget; d'lcrc is dial family of his, the good name, 
tho goddamned lioivour of all diose fiiie oHieers in their tight 
corsets and swell umbunis’ Dnnk'ng, gambling, duelling, bel- 
ong, losing; horses, women, keeping up with the swank of 
i&eir cavalry regiments. All those pressing debts of honour,f 
Who do you tliink is paying them? Sometimes, so help me 
God, I feel like shooting every one of the bunch. There are 
ll^es when they’re eating poor Mori alive and you can’t see 
^$?5ky for locusts.” 
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eyed her thoughtfully “Yes. I guess you wouli 
^guess you’d keep a big padlock q i anything that’s yon 
e, man, or money Hush,” she said, “thcic he is now. 

stuff, dcaiic Sc/v/zs, 1 loii, >oii le late I leally thougl|| 
had lliisl^ed ^cniiseil down the inidcciiiato toilet bf thOif’* 
stro ” 

‘^Angelina darling — ” he said surprised “What -why— 

3 '^- ’’ 

“Oh, i broueln yoiii gUnus, \oii loigol them 
^*You must be hungry, 1 Ion 1 11 see what Djuro can scare 
pfor you in the kitchen,’' Mo"mc said di solving once more 
Jlo a grey streak ol cL-topli**!!! ind dis ippc lud It was a bit 
o obvious, Ann them dil 

‘‘What did von st\ ^ tjii ves niv gloves 1 hanks,” f lorian 
id, still somcwheic far off witli the Biahins conceilo 
“Floiian,” Aiv chii i said uneentlv “1 libbed a little There 
were no glove^ but but 1 simply had to ee 3011 tonight. 
VOnly thicc iiioic davs and vve 11 be eoiK , I Ion in ” 

T “That’s iiahl Aic von looking lonv iid to visiting Buda- 

She was swallow iin’ a lew sli np ed» ed stones and then she 
^■tnade a biavc tiv at con illnn» Ins atl<^ntion ‘We were just 
talking about that violin About the I inputs vou’d like to 
her, wouldn’t vou ' ’ 

“Oh. you kntwv about th it ^ But you ^.an’t possibly under- 
fjStand wliat it nKMns to a violinist to get his hands on such an 
jnstiumcnt JIcil \ Matti in J losLpfi Id ^o insane if thi$ 
^^ 4 r. Gibbons should «aet her to him a Stiadivari mean^ 

UOthing but a good nivc^tm^nl, and music be hanged ” 

“Listen, I loiian 1 will get you that violin I’ve made up nj^ 
aind and I will ” 

He came away Irom tlie dark window and cupped her hea(£^ 

, his hands “What a dear little fool vou arc, Angelina.’’ 
|'\,“you don’t know me I’m no tool It I want something;?J| 
aake up mv mii d 10 get it and 1 get it Always ” 
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WtS.' ‘i^AKvivs?* Aa litmt)!^ 

H#a 

’don’t you tak6 me seriously? Because I’m 
li^a tall and old as my sister? Don’t you like mc'^” 

^‘What do you thinl'\ Angelina'^” 

*‘As much as 1 iike you 

“I do not know how much tliat is and quit playing piz2[if 
“tato on my— would heait ^tnivs he the cornet word^” ■ 
" ‘^Youi English is imp ovum by leaps and bounds, Morian, 
*but 1 still can’t quih imd\.niand \ol sometimes You’re 'so 
hard to slc tin ujh 

“Ain I ' Sonictmi^s I m cdi ud I’m almo l too liansparent. 
Must e\ Cl \ thing be saio ' ( an I you let ^omc ot the ovci tones, 
just swing ’’ he si nea ip hn 1 ice and Kl w is not thinking 
of Bralim*, now ‘ VV be i i n \( u w mt lo Ik ii iiom me in my 
excellent I nizLsli ^ rf\t 'i ail lx bcautdul a Ew vears from- 
now ^ Ye , danLcnni iv sc' ind \on know it What are you 
doing hcie ^ Ik isl ed, < s il vv ikin ’ up i id> now "‘Does Maud 
knovV*about it ’ An voa v» eti p>am ^ \ou siKuikln’t be running 
around in the e\c nine \ou ou lu to lx in bxl and ha\c a good 
rest Mousic ^ ” Ik called ‘If Jus \ till u [ uiiu nzimt 

mer^ Mousii ’ ’ 

“Would Swiss eii^est and a bottle of beci do^” ^ousiQ^ 
asked, inanile‘'lm; hcis^H out ul cpacv 

“Anything will di^ ’’ I Innan shouted ind Mousie dissolved 
again “Come, Am . lin i I’ll I ikc you to a eab You look dead 
tired 1 don't want mhi to 1 imt m mv aims v)nee moie ” ^ 

“Em soriv Did it bother \oiC” She stood close to himl 
waiting 

“Yes, damn \ou, it did bolln i me nid now let's go. 
Mousic’ Get iead> ioi woik i 11 be back in a minute” 

The light of a greath swollen loolliaciie mexm was soaking 
^ecojifusing eourtyaids ol the I nehaiis, bin 1 lonan made no 
^qse of it 

< “In ihiec class wc’l! Ii ivc a iull mooti ^ nj'Iina suggested. 
^'^^‘‘Will we^” he said absenimindcclly 
^‘Yes, and by then I’ll be on m\ s^ay to Budapest,” she said, 
^Flonan had irievocably letircd into his own thoughts. 
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.JX!J^/i^ycQrS^!^Wfir6 tried on und hiother and daughi^^^i^ 
l^^g'ea&h other in turn down to the waistline demand^? 
I^eit iiew gowns. Thoalhc corsets were taken olT again 
?-TOOm for a little ineal;\nd at tw(^ o'clock Mr. Ballard rum'^ 
Md told his women to take it easy, for land’s sake, to 
e nap and a rest and not to wear themselves to a frazzjt^^ 
jMaucf obeyed, buL Angelina was unable to keep licr eyj^] 
^closed. She fiad to sit before the mirror and exi'crinienl with 
ivperfumes and powders and even with a sinlul little box of' 
'rouge which si!C bad se-,,rcliy aeapiircd with die help of the 
shifty-cyed elaiinbc! maid. 7 here were l ibbvVis to be put into 
her lingerie, her nails to be groomed and burred to a high shine 
; — and on second thoughis slie aitcndeci to her toenails also, as 
carefully as ii they were io be seen in publie. With a scnsatioij^ 
of adventure and sin she dusted her shoulders and young 
bosom w'ith powxler and dabbed her cailobes with eau d^: 
cologne. Idicn it oecuircd lo ner lIuU [dorian -or even th'^^ 
Arch?luke — might bend down over her hair while they weife!, 
dancing and some of the can de cologne went into her coiffure, 
too. 

At five o’clock it began to iviin, at si^ o'clock Angelina had! 
'herself laced in once more, and (:>>' sc\en o’clock, miTch toO: 
early, she v.as fully dressed, 'feat gave her another hour to* 
practice moving her fan, iiaiHUin:: 'ner train, w'a iking in her 
high-heeled slipper^ two sizes small, rustling her petticoat^,^ 
Tonight, tonight, tonigjU. Tonight everything had to happen]^; 
because tomorrow it would be loo late. vSuddenly her heart*' 
was pounding vviidiy against tiic tight stays as she recalled th^ 
;'t^gly name which one of the .'-oung San fdancisco journalists, 
&he knew used for sucli pres‘'Urc of time. It's niv deadline, she, 
^Id herself and slie could feel her will hard as a diamond^ 
side her soft little self. 

|;,Th^night, Angelina thought often in later vears, had been 
le turning point in her life. If that night had hegnn and ended 
ferently, perhaps she would have grown into^a different 
pspn altogether, and many bad things that had happened tO 
i^iand to others would never have occurred. Because that 
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you weni lost. ' 


|iad 


ift /stand up for yoursell 5 

after seven o’clock the room she shared with 

||ii& too small for tlic Uvo of themijand she went into tte 

f ij’ Separating their room from the parents’ quarters; tfeei^ 
a tall minc'r heiweon the windows, and for a few minutek^ 
5 'stood anvsied, canglii in ihe old game : Mirror, mirfor on] 
wall, wl’.o in ihi', land is the fairest oF all? . . . 

Filled to liie hi im u nh de'.giil ahoiit herself, so new, so differ- 
jSt* so finel) sen I pin red i.:lo her dark princess gown, she stilE 
fit hiingr\ . !i was no*, a hunger of the stomach but the familial 
leaving for attention and appreciation. Cven as a two-year* 
Sid baby with the first pink ribbon in her hair she had needed 
ijSinipJimcnts; then mid ever since, tliis need had been satisfied'^ 
ly her father. 7b her, as to millions of yXmcrican daughters, 
Mr father was unique and incomparable: a rock, a great 
warmth, a deep sccunt\, her best, most lenient, most under- 
lauding, most adoring friend; ais(^ a bit oi a dummy on whom 
^•:study and try out her little wiles, hut basically : a man. 

f ^A spacious foyer dimly lit by two softly hissing gas jets 
flparated the salon from the parents’ bedroom. On the wall 
rdre^be her faUiei’s opera cloak was hanging, ready to go 
the ball. Angelina was just about to knock at her parents* 
when some queer sounds in there made her stop and 
Hasten. Tn such matters i\s eavesdropping or reading other' 
People’s mail Angelina acted with the innocence of a savagei’ 
|if»Was natural to do it and she was convinced that, given th0 
phance, cvcrvbody did. But as she sK'jo.J tlicre listening, car^-, 
Imlly avoiiiing, the one squeaking board in the floor, she heard' 
S^something she had never hcarti befor''. In there, Mrs. Ballartl 
fcs weeping. 

bWeeping, crying, clumsily sobbin^i, hhiwing her nose^ theu^ 
i^Jaintivc monotone, and moie jobbing. And tonight of 
Rights, Angelina thouglit. putting her eye to the keyhole; litil 
te couldn’t see a thing although she heard a lot. 

a crying shame,” sobbed Mrs. Ballard, muffled by 
a handkerclvef, “a crying shame and a disgrace 
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wr'a'gc and st^i; 


i:i^soci- 


" T-rv~'';T’T>T"^i'l 

^s’he' d'cscrvcsi A cheap piece of flesh thait ^ 

^fi^oilgh so many hanCs I wouldn't touch it if I fourid;;-L 
biilclicr’s counter.^ Did you forget, Charles nLllard^.l^ 
^you are all of lorU-sixV Why, that lilllc chit could well be y&i 
daughter! A tightrope walker, that’s what it has come 
'Buying champagne for a tightrope walker frean the Ronactieif 
Variclc, that's the last straw! I'hat's ru'MV than I will stand'J 

for! Anytliing — anything — but not a tightrope walker ” 

“Goddamn it, do we have to go through all this again? 
can’t help it. I’m a man. Marge, and nature will out,” Mr. Bal-;} 
lard said and he did not sound crushed but rather exasperatedff 
“If I don’t find my lilllc hit ol tun at iiomc I have to get%^| 
where it’s gladiv (dTcied, and for (’hrist's s<ike don't make^S 


tragedy of it. Ma\be 1 had a dnnk or tuo too many v/itb Cop^ 
Frankcl and the other b-oys, but it's not a crime to take a 
out and buy her ;i dmuer. One tiling sou may be sure, 
appreciated tiie :md the champagne a lot more than you 
did. T don’t sec what yinrvc got to complain about! I’m doi6|}^ 
the best I can. I’m a good provider and a family man, y^m 
know I'm cta/y alxnil (vjr girls and- now slop bawling^' 
Marge, and get into harricss. I toki you a thousand times that; 
I don’t lake an\ thing away fiom you when 1 gi’i after my 
little pleasure once in a ^\h\k\ I don't want to hurt your fe0|4? 
'ings, but \vc didn't Ixivc juucii fun that vva\. you and me, ai^ 
there has been a cra.ck in it ever sin^e that goddamnSd' 
bunglcd-iip vvcdd.ng night of ours 

“Charles nalkud, that beats everythin^ you e\'cr did to me% 
I wasn’t born \csicrday and 1 know only loo well that men af^ 
wicked by nature: I’ve stood it as welf as ! could. I’ve borh^' 
Jup with it and given you children Charics, I've coped with a® 
,_jipossible situation good family man, are nou? Running 
ib th^ranch cveiv setamd week-end, aiul Irving in sin with th® 
Jthy Mcxicaii, that fat unkempt Gome/ womat':! And 
to hush it up on account of your business aiTd save yotli^ 
[)Utation for the sake of my girls. But ikw you’ve gone tpo 
at— three years of that tilth, honestly, I don't understand 
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]E!^e*8 got? She likes me, that’s^all. She 
'^iti quite a fellow and that’s what tVman needs. If I fd 
^'tome, I wouldn’t have to sneak if\ to the ranch, arid'i|fi 


7tt* think 1 like niailcr.s the way they are bclvveen us ” 

Hush--- s<Mneonc's ccanini: - *' said Mrs. Ballard, blowing! 
^v'gallant fanlire into her handkerchief. Angelina b&cke^| 
l^'tily away licni ihe y\ooi\ which a second later was opened;^ 
^ere he ^ic'.Ov'. iici ijllier. t.ill aivl heavy, big muscle and re-" 
potable beard, her father of whom she had been proud a)Iv 
life, her own father, the dirty cheat. He was in his boiled 
ptirt but without a collar, yet bis neck was thick and he seemed 
p'-;be in the process of buttoning his black silk braces to 
black dress trousers. His shoulders were bulging under the 
|llin batiste and he sinclicd of pomade and he stood there in 
door with his sturdy legs apart and everything about it 
&as shameless, shameless and dirty and wicKed and he had be- 
^jayed her. Her own father had betrayed and cheated hcFand 
|(6ne unspeakable things with that Liipnla, that unwashed wife 
their drunken Mexican ranch foreman -and suddenly there 
|ose in Angelina's throat all the bad words Miss bishbein had 
tosted !itamps over, they exploded inside of her, she hardly 
^riew where they came from, all the low bad dirty words to 
ijtime the low had dirty tilings her own father had done 
Ijdth that slinking bitch, that filthy Mexican whore. She 
fecked aw^ay from him until she was up against the wall. She 
||eUeved that she had been screaming, but she was frozen to 
&lid ice and her lips were stilT, and instead of screaming and 
^y/earing she was still smiling; only she did not know of that 
l^eet expectant smile' that had growm (mlo her face and- 
^iecome part of it. 

“Goodness, Annie, you certainly arc a picture. Just^take 
i|ok at our little Annie, Mama,” Mr. Ballard said pleasa\itl/| 
EJ lay you ten to one she’ll be the belle of the ball,” he said ip 
K usual affable tone, just as if the roof had not been blown 
^rdife a minute ago. The gas jets turned blue, they were 
louder, louder, now they were roaring, and then they 


how she readied the door to th:^',,c^ 
tolled out of it, andfslammed it shut behind her; all | 
^^mbercd was Mr. l\illard’s face, stupid with incompi 


^^mbercd was Mr. l\illard’s face, stupid with incompri^^S 
^bn, his open mouth an astonished red hole in the centre^S 
(iis conceited blond beard. At the World's F^air there had ba^ 
baboons with just such beards and just such male vanity 
just such dirty vices, and looking at tlieir proudly exhibitS|^ 
pink and blue beliinds had made Angelina sick. Just as skk.' 
she felt now as she stumbled towards trie public balhroomV' 
FUER DAMiiN. lADiLs. And riglit next lo U: iujcr herreijIc 
GENTS. A disgusting proximity of the sexes, even here; 
shameless blue and pink behinds which the big baboons di4^' 
played in public were only thinly concealed by the tlress shir^ 
and tail coats and lying manners of civili/ation. riiere were hbt 
gents, no gcndv.unen, if not even >our own father was one. Ait^^ 
if you couldn't <rust your own father, wiu>ni in ail the wqirfd 
could you ever (nisi? wS(nneho\v, ha/ily, 1 lorian Ambros/W^S 
mixed up in all her grief and sudden insecurity, for he, tejo, 
was a man. She was sick, desperate, shaken by a black rage,f' 
and there was no pup she could beat, no sister she could hat0 
for it, no Beatrice to give her solace, there was nothing^but this 
bottomless vtdd wlierc he.r father had been belore. 

Not for a moment did Angelina think oi her mother; it did 
not occur to her to foci soiry ior Mrs. f^allard or lo respect her 
for the way she was covering up her husband's double life and 
keeping a respectable front fv)r the world Xo see and a peaceful’ 
home for her daughters. To Angelina’s mind her father hai^ 
betrayed not her mother but herself. Pale under her rouge^- 
Sipkly balancing at the lim of a dcei) dark faint, with coldj 
^wcat running from her armpits and down her thin flanks, shc^ 
stumbled on and down the stairs. The hotel was proud of it^! 
iaew^^fievatcr in the gilded cage, but Angelina had forgottei^ 
^bout it, she had even forgotten about the Jubilee Ball in this^ 
to first shattering collision with reality, 
fe^ust then Florian Ambros entered the hotel lounge and* 
Utowing a glance at the, clock above the desk, he noticed tha| 
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here and there ta exchange' 

! of the old waiters he had knowVi for years, a gree^g .. 
ffee reception clerk, a w<’)rd with ^onic of his acquaint^^ 
Si&'at the small murblc tables. He was smiling his public 
IC'and lie wvav Ins tail coal with the case of one to whom 
ing dress is part of Ins professitm. Under the opera cloak', 
tly lhrv)wn o\er his slioulders senne deeoialions cn niinia- 
; were sj^aikline <m his left lapel and a large oider was sus- 
iided on a striped ribbon bel('v\ iiis while necktie. As usual, 
^^had forgollcii his ini at Inmie. anvi a few raindrops clung 
"his hair-. 

??^This was how <\ngelina saw him wIkp. -he came to the end 
ii her (light thioneh a ilnMPaPvi iielis. I here he sU'.od at the 
^pt of the Stairs, a iie:i\enl; aj)|\'i; ili-an, one o\' those gcn'geous 
bhangcls with kind laces ano' il.amr*.; swords. !w>r once she 
pBl^ not plan v\hai to ti-o but let ii '-Implv i ipivn Rushing 
|6^n the last wide Mep oi the stairs a.s ilu>iig.li a pacj> of 
feplvcs were yapping, at her heels, she lliine herself against him 
into his ai ms; ilie siiU ei iii”. coid. fi v>/ ea .'.;h iie in !ier chest 
sited, Iheie was a dam biv'-if. a and wi!dl> sobbing, 

I'sheclLmg to I loiian ligln ai d;e looj of ih.e ^ (aiis and iit full 
I'ljlpvof all liie sm:irt peonU* who weie liihr.g the lounge at that 
'hour. 1’he irny '.mis aru! invieis on h.is j.'ip/el bit their sharp 
ges iiHo her cheeks and even the tiny pain of it was glad- 
ss and relief. 

G(f!U\s\\ aicfi, whafs lire matter, whal happened, why. 
you crying? Come, come, puli yoaiself together, please,’ 
lie doesn’t cry in public. How is Maud?” Fiorian asked in; 
^cat bcw'ildcr'nient. ‘1iow is Maud he asked, lr>ing to 
ISt^ten the girl’s grip, but slie would not let go. 

“I can’t tell you, I can’t talk about it. It’s too horrid. FloriaUk^ 
fSwant to die — ” 

‘‘Come, come, don’t make a scene in front of the peopfe,| 
lat is it?AVon’t your parents lake yrni to the ball? Pleasi^ 
I^S go upstairs and you tell me all about it,” Fiorian said, 
^gelina sobbed brokenly that she, would never go ba'^ 
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ascle m Jier srbairibody^^^^ 

. ^ . 'Florian could not regale the lobby with 

OTatch between him Ind a sobbing young girl, nor co| 
r^arry her upstairs |y force. Desperately embarrass^^^ 
^earched for a quiet corner where lie niiglit bring the 
yeasoii. But on this festive night of the ball tliere were no qtj 
corners in the crow'decl, bii//ing hotel. I'or once Idorian ac ^ 
with decision. “Conic, little angel, ue're going for a ride, 
said, piloting her across the lounge, ihrougli the big glass dodP 
and past the giant coloured doorman in his ludicrous Turki^- 
pantaloons, “biakcr- — ” he said, raising two lingers. 

“At your service. Your Ciracc at once, !-lerr Baron — 
to. Your Hxcellcncy?" Flurry of voices, dri>^zling rain, a fd^* 
steps under a liugc i: mine] la., a.nd she was gently lifted intoS^ 
coach. 

“Let's just go along the Bingstiassec’ Idorian ordef^: 
vaguely; it caused the coachman to lower Nvitli pointed dipa, 
creiion the bimds at llie little wind<wvs and close the door 
an appreciative man-io-rnan smile. Rides of this sort 
known in Vienna as Port'claiii Fares, a name indicating tIjSjii' 
fragile nature and the c.aeriil handling they demanded, 
full sympathies of Vienna'^ sentimental coachmen \^ere 
such paswmgcrs wiilnvuL dcsiniic destination, because, otxyi^ 
'ously, they were taking the coac'i with Ih.e sole intentioriy;6jE 
making love, w;]:cli wa-. mcc .n iue’l, mui, besides, they v?i^' 
charged double die Lanlf FYen tlic Ikm'scs seemed trained 
the exigency; sio\vl\, at a soil -looted walk, they took off unfler 
the dripping chestnut tices of the boulexani. 

Dark, close, safe. Nk'siled warm in Flojja.n's opera clo^v* 


secure and shelieied, with the rain on the carriage roof; a ( 
togetherness as Angelina had nc> known existed. 

Everything was goo/J now, iid'erno had turned into paraditigl^i^ 
i^lwJ^was bedded against Florian's decorated chest, into ^^6^. 
r^hythm of his breathing and with the muffled steady beat*^|E 
heart against her car. Me had protcctingly* put his a^‘ 
Iround her shoulder, holding her tightly to himself and cares|"f 
jher face with his seurcliing, consoling, semsilive fingers. 
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■ self a 

ting it strcan^ out through 
IS nervous. 

lablc and tell ine what happened/* 
)Ic himself. “And stop crying or 
face for the ball." Angelina ihut- . 
1 llicit she wasn't going to the ball, 
^iild rallior be dead than join her 

with Maud?” he asked, faintly 
)r 1 Maud Say a nv thing that — well 
bit/” 

c nc\ji figlit, v\ : hn*' each other 
i darling, so sweet, she wouldn’t 
but she bauikc'i at the word 
^p^athcr” and she sonndcil almost like hei mother when she 
f^ii^ed, lamely foirnal: “1( is Mr. Ballard who nurl me and I 
ig^Wwant to ^ee him auain.” 

tl'jAt first she pnitcstcd fervently that die w'ouM rather die 
to tell what lier lathci Jiad d(Mie to her, hut alter a while 


|(|jM|;'whol& of Mr, Ballard's crime and shaniu and outrage was 
$|is|feiid out bcloic I loii<in, und il he siippies*,eJ a smile of 
ini^jsculine understanding and soiidanty, he did not tel Angelina 


catch him at it. 

- VvLook here, little amiel, >ou can’t undcistand those things, 
yet, you arc so gloiiously young and innocent; but you 
S^t believe me cue thing: ^our father has a light to live his 
life, jiisL .IS you wiM waiU some day to live your life In 
own way. And you mustn’t take too seriously such little 

f^cadilloes- so Urine Srucnsprucfv^c ” he said in liis 

Sipnchalant language. “When you undcistand your father 
you may even be a little soiry foT him. And for^ar 
^tber too. Life is a lonely affair, Angelina, and perhaps mar* 
!TOd people arc the loneliest of them all, because they believed 
marriage would be a way out of their loneliness. But mO$t, 
time it isn’t. Wsdl — and somctimiis it is.” 


10X 


.th a slightly iii|patient gesture Florian pulled 
^S6reetly discreet hinds, opened the window, flung 
5cigarette, and rctrie\ing his other hand and arm. he 
Angelina. “Tell me- when I caught you in the hotel — 
did you want lo run.^’' 

“1 don’t know 1 coul Lfc tlnnk, I didn’t know what I was 
doing.” She laiscd hci lace and stai^-d into his eyes. It 
dark m the hiakcr, but at intervals a sticct lamp w^as gliding 
by and Florian’b iaee became .i pal^ blat. his wdnte shirt, waist; 
cufls shaipb < f oiii I 1 »ii^ bki^ki ^ ‘j! \v .ailed to run to 

you. To whom else. 1 louan^” 

He lit Ins see nifi euMiedc and then he took her hand in 
again and went on ^alkin“, but only lia niients ot uhat he said 
reached her ihio udi tjic soil waim dieaininess ct being 
with him and lIo^l “ ol touise, you 11 go back to th^ 
hotel, <inJ \ou will ..inuse }o>iiscll loyallv at the ball, t 
promise 1 v\ nit to be proud ol you. Angelina, and I expeCt 
counicnaiK e livim \ u Hum ’ ( ulcJ Anibios, 
that’s what lather me 1 lo eomm.iiid, an 1 that’s thfe 
only good thiiv^ 1 leaired lorn him 0> ^ou think I nev0r 
played at a eonieit willi a loinhaehe > Oh, niv GodTl play6<i 
Mo/ait, ihc \ Milieu Co'neilo, the evening atlei my best 
friend had slK'it n>d, 1 as^uie \oa, I played well. 

And I plavcd in. day mv tn^'t gieat lo\e \vent and got heiN 
self maiiKul to i!i' assist snt niiina’^ei ot a hiewery; I waS 
not quite eiglU .n liien Onu^^t as younu as you are — a|id 
I felt that ricvei, nevci, would there be a tiill moon after 
that.” 

Instantly AngOira iell jeau)’is ol tint Irsl gieat love, but 
she was caiel ul not lo sht»w it 

“Come lo think of it Iheic never wj'^ - ” he said a little 
J[8rtSr. deep 111 thouclit 

“There nex/er was what. I loi lan 

“A full moon ” 

Angelina held her breath “Thcic was one. Florian,” she 

^aid softly, “the last tihie you told me good night ” 
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oare say there was,” he said aftlast. ‘‘But Tm afe®AI 

libUce it.” Street lamp and dark! Street lamp 

f me- -please, help me- don’t rea\e me alone,” she 

arc not alone T am Vrilh you Poor little, little Ange- 
j said and his voice had gone tight and husky, 
ps that was Ihe onl> nn nicnl in her lilc when she 
lyone else but ^-*01 .cit and without icseivalions There 
deloui< lu^ Uick^^, j'o ’^LhL.min<\ no inanceuty She 
leep sigh hke a sleeping ciiilJ, and clasped hei hands 
hloii in\ neck, ho h^nl down o\ei hci late and kissed 
)eihaps she kis^td him, it did not n.'Uci When she 
encdhci eyes she saw the tices with wet diinmg leaves glide 
lazily past the sUwv' tairia^’o and. v^iv distinctly, she saw 
^I'^pattein ot laiivii op ^ on the window ird die heard Florian 
(jispci “Damn >ou, oh, d imn you “ Ills hold grew 

Onger and tightci, he kissed ht r again ou hurt ine,”*khc 

idspered, “ 1 ^ t eo, vmi hurt nu,' slu ielt his teeth press- 
j hard into her lips and loicing them open and "he heard 
n whisper sonKtlnne 111 Cjeini n, a taicss 01, pcihaps, a 
rse; and all was so completeh dillcient liom Johnny 
0 ^®haughness^ , or fioin Mi no|)pci on the upp^i deck, and 
it was all decided and i loiiui bcltmgcd to hei White 
*|Vl 6 ncon lace, the I illel lowei, the wedding the whispcnng 
^pWd, ma>he the Aichduke would be then best man. and 
j 4 ;Nf®rris wheel turiinm, (urnine fJis mouth was still upon hers 
^Ipd then he Lt g ’> ol hci and she gained liim giound again. 
^"|V‘Tlorian, I loiian deai, what shall we do now^” 

‘ (He had mo\cd over into his cornei and lit another cigarette. 
Wow we shall beha\e and go ba\ I to the hotel, ahcgio molto. 

have been m this 1 laker loo scandalously long as Xt is.” 
jtf^Frora a lourney to unknown continents Angelina returned 
™to hersell, and only now did slic remembei that iidmg withi 
P&entleman in a closed carnage and without a chaperone wa^^ 
most compromising step a young inil might take If sucK 
®i^enturc did not end in mariiage, the girl was irrcvocahTO 



sKisses^ yes, Mt ^e haven t been riding in^^ 

^enough to cause! a real scandal, and I’m not 
lought. Engaged? 'fell, let’s hope so — if he is a gent 
!\ye are no doubt engaged lo be married by now, unoffli^ 

tiiat is. He’ll have to speak with Father though 

Funny how little she suddenly cared about Father’s — wfl 
had Florian called liiem'^- peccadilloes. Kiciiic Seitcnsprueift^ 
But in any case - if I am to be compromised, Fd better make^^ 
sure job of it, she decided. Her mind was moving once more im 
its finely designed little spirals. "'Please, oh, please, Floriatt 
darling — 1 can’t face them, not yet- -Fm tpo upset. Feel huOT 
I tremble — give me a hide time—*' 

“Well — wc all are cowards one way or anotlier; I have njy| 
bouts with stage Iright and you - - He left something 
said and then he opened the window and told the coachni$& 
to complete the circle of the Ring before taking them 
to the Bristol. “Fm soriy, Angelina, I lost my head. ForgiS|^g 

ancf forget ’' he said and lor the rest of the ride he 

smoking in silence while Angelina got herself ready to 
Mr. Ballard, and she also began designing their engrav^J 
wedding annoiiiiccmciU. It would probably have to be dpxiS 
in two languages and that would add an extra touch bf sm^rt;^ 
ness. Or pcrliaps in french, which everybody understoodr^,^ 
everybody, that is. but herself and a great part of Safif*.' 

Francisco's top-dravvci society 

By the time they arrived at the hotel these specula lions 'ha^ 
almost blotted out the terrible crisis she had undergone 
had calmed the turmoil into which Florian's kiss had throwm 
her. Just as he w\as paying the coachman, another idea caipii^ 
to her mind, something that put an entirely ditferent aspect:;! 
on her father's sinfulness. Certainly, after what she knew 
him, he could not expect fiiithcr respect and alTcction frpj^s 
^jwr'as bis due, if he wanted to win it back he would have^tj^^ 
make some extra ctfort; suddenly she understood why gtiiltyl, 
husbands lavished jewellery on their wives, acqiJiescent tole!-:- 
ance could be profitable, and lorgivcncss had to be bougbfJ 
smiled brightly at»Florian, who had taken her elbow.tQl 
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are grinning at like the jLCheshirc cat? 
ember I promised to get that M^Iin for you? I 
PlVget it tonight. If you can arrange! for me to dance wil^f 
^rchduke I am sure f shall get it — at a fair price,” Sh^ 

*Gf course, you little monkey,” said Florian. ‘The i5rince 
ays pays with his most precious trea sines for a dance with 
loveliest maiden. But only in fairy talcs, little monkey, 
y in fairy talcs.” 

They found Maud patrolling tlie corridor in front of their 
ite, her hands cold and damp, her face hot and flushed, 
ith a husky, excited whisper she pounced upon Angelina, 
/'‘or heaven’s sake, Ann, where have you been? You must 
pi crazy to disap])ear like this- -tonight- -and in your new 
fown — without a sliawl and wrap! 1 covered up for you as 
S9II as T could- really. 1 haven’t told so many lies in a year 
liVin that last half hour, iust to keep Mother out td* our raom. 
^^at a story 1 made up - told her you had a splitting hcad- 
fehe and yon had taken a powder and yon w'eie [jsleep, and 
mustn’t disturb \ou, and 1 locked the door, and I had 
feu pagwd in every corner of the hotel — w'cll, where have 
been? Plorian--vvhcre did you find her? Really, Ann, 
P)^etinies you still behave like a very naughty brat! I 
feuldn’t have gone to all that trouble if it weren’t for Mother’s 
you know Ikw much this ball means to her — but 
feu don’t seem to care if you spoil it for her and for all of 

quit fussing. Maud,” Angelina said: really, no one 
cot;ild irritate her so much as her sister witli her silly ways 
^tid her broad liips and her soft big cc5w eyes and her good-, 
ihCss. “If it comes to spoiling the evening for Mother, there 
certain other members of our family who’ve done pW^^ 
M that. And what about tny evening? Wiio cares if my 
p?cning is spoiled? If you knew what I have been throu^i 
TO^ght you’d be ashamed to make me responsible for any-' 



^^Lned? YduW latd^wtj^ 
itf^fiiinny, both of youl You didn’t----or did you tell 
,«pil explain it all tclyoii, Maud. Angelina was upset 

r tnething, very upsct%ut now she is all right again, I— I 
trifle upset myself. I’ll explain everything to you.” 

“And how d'you Ionic, Annie! Your hair - ii’s all mussed up| 
go gel yourself straightened out. And your eyes — you didn^f 
Cry, did you?” She put her arm around Angelina’s sliouldei^" 
as though she wore still the little sister to be scolded, con^; 
soled, and protected. ‘ Did you cry, poor little Sis? Wait, 
ril make little camomile pads for your j:ycs and you lie 
down for a tew^ minutes, not long thougli, they’re all waitiiig 
for you with the dinner. The vvholc bunch is in there, all th^' 
Frankcls, and your mother just arrived, riorian. Lord, what 
complications -- and it iaul to be just tonight!” 

“1 don't care how I look and who’s in there,” Angelinap 
said, dclianlly opening the docu' to the loyer through whiplt' 
hard4y an hour ago she had escapeil in complete despondency^- 
A waiter was just leaving the salon, carrying out a pail with 
melted ice and empty cltampaguc bottles, and there came a! 
burst of laughter through litc half-open door, a vision of 
merry faces and hands holding glasses in the smoke-Wue air^J, 
and a glim]>sc r f Mr. Ikdiard firmly planted in the centre; 
of the room with Ins legs apart and in line harmony with 
himself; then the door closed over this typical Icl's-have-a-:; 
drink-before-dinner merriment. Mr. ITankel, w'ho prided him-, 
self on being something of a mimic and a wat, seemed 
be telling a joke, mui there followed anolher explosion 
laughter. I'he same moment Angelina became aw'are of heirrj, 
§elf in the narrow' mirror of the hail w^udrobe, the forbidden" 
rouge all gone from her checks, hairpins dropping like dryj 
pine needles from her ruined coilFure, and on her lips thee 
of Florian's kiss : an almost black drop of dried bloodl, 
“Tell them my b.cad is better and I’ll he ready in three, 
^inutes,” she whispered, hastily backing into their bedrooni*. 
^jd pushing Maud towards the noisy salon. “And — Maud— 
fenks for covering up fbr me. Flori will tell you everything/* 
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tfie AmMcan liiillioh^ires" 

up to the other guests like a vAiy special dish. Waitiij^ 
.^/"‘Angelina liad made ihcm thir^tj^and the beforc-dinnef?' 
'5pj|ampagne liad made them ga\. aiid their table was thj^j 
p|a^esl one- or raiher ihc ohIn loud one- -in that huslie^; 
:^btto of lliiek red earnjis and draperies and pink-shaded^ 
l^inps. With I'iorian siltting between her and her'siste4l 
||tUgelina felt like an acticss holding the centic of the staged' 
lEjild the full attention of her audience at a ea!a performance/.^ 
^hen the dessert was served on its bed of spun sugar and- 
&e mailre lit th^; Aiinagnac lie had j'ler^onally poured over 
Mr. Ballard got up, ready to make one of his urbane and. 
jmuch-denianded after-dinner speeclies. ‘‘Hear ve, hear ye,” 
'^r. Fiankel shouted. NVilldy, “silence for llic Vice-President 
^pf the Society for Ju^l Distribution ol Pug Dogs to Under- 
jgrivilcgcd Spinsters ! 

^; "*‘Why, you are a Lank C\)bv, isn't he a card, Mis. Ikillard?” 
screamed Mrs. rrankei; hut Mrs. Ballard was demarely* 
Jsmiling into her lap. and Mr Ballard sutlticnlN looked digni- 
fied and quite serious. Silence sprouted around the table-. 
*^“nd the waiters stood back, expectantly. Fven more than 
pefore,^'the attention of the other tables was turned towards 
Jthis one with its Howers and the American latlies in their 
spectacular ball gowns, and liic naming tiish placed in the., 
Icentre and small blue flickers licking from the plates into 
|he upraised faces. 

r;. “Friends — and you, iny dear Gcneralin, who have become 
in'uch more than a Iriend to all of ns- this is in a way a 
farewell party, iiccause tomorrow vve must say goodbye tO' 
Vienna. But at llie same time it is the liappiesl hour, not' 
only of the happy weeks wc have spent here, but one of 
happiest hours we ever enjoyed. T am saying this not onl5^^ 
for myself but also for the lovely lady at my side 
liave the great good luck to call my wife. I could not wisl^‘ 
|or a betteV occasion to make an announcement that raigi(| 
^'ot come as a great surprise to some of you, although/,! 
^ust say that the two young people whom it concerns ha:3i® 
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kept their. speret. quite ^elf and for a long- time. 
wq^hayc subjected thcir\)vc to a severe test, but their patiei)iq& 
fortitude have wonfis over. I am only a simple busili^i^'j 
gian but in my ienorar.J way I love music and I can’t blani^ 
girl for falling in love with a musician whom the whol^l 
^drld knows and admiics and wliom Mrs. Ballard and E 
pave c^ie to love and trust like a son. Flori — and you, Maud! 

drink to you and i wis>i and hv)pe ihat yoai vviU never- 
be less happy than you are tonight.’’ 

' Flori and Maud, idori and Maud. Flori and Maud. Trum-^ 
pets and fanlarcs. Cheers iind kisses. C’hainpagne in eacH 
glass, little Haines on eacli plate, a glowing* smile on every 
face. And a liainnier crashing down on Angelina’s heart and 
breaking it in pieces. She could fed il l->reak. she could almost 
hear the wrenching noise of it, a bitter taste in her mouth,, ^ 
poison, gall and \ incgiir. 'knd the FVankels. by special invita-' 
tion, witnesses of hicr ciacirixion. AH of San I rancisco was 
gj^esent, in llie shaf^c ol lliese live loud moii tiled people, to^ 
^vatcli^her sleep fall, 1 here slie sat in her glorious gown, with:! 
the maik of FioiianC ki^s ^liJI dark on iier lower lip, and, 
she raised her gkl‘^s and diaiik and clieeredi and smiled. 

She had a rcmaikable ability, had Angelina. She coi^d fall; 
sick or drop in a faint whenevci it seemed exf'cdicnt; but she 
could also keep lierself I nun fainting when there was every, 
reason to faint \ he ]\an in her heart and adl through her' 
chest and up iier shoulder and down her lefr arm was so 
fierce and real ihal she knew she could lane eiicd right then 
and thci'c; an octignis ciushing her heart between Ills tentacles. 
Her breath stopped and she knevv that just one more second 
Without breathing, just a few imric heautxsii^ missed, and 
^hc would be dcaul. 

; Yes, she could easily h.a\e died and spoiled that lovely hour 
rbr Florian and Maud; but instead she got up and embraced 
|j?»S 5 *^isscd her sister and she looked straigjit into Florian’s 
'pf6s and smiled as sire said: “1 wash you jli the luck you 
Reserve.” 

site neither faintedjnoi died nor gave herself away the 
5^,ghl her sister’s engagement was announced, and of that she 
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it made quite a splash ih the papers and 


tina talked about it 
i^sn’t even inentioiiocl. 


next cmy. Maud’s engagetnei 



It took Ann three days to make up her mind and then 
a letter to Clyde Hopper, Esq. 


jPear Mr. Hopper, 

%; I wonder i1 you still rcnicmbci the girl wiiosc photo I am en-?5 
|jlosing? Yes — it IS j . . . """ 


Maud Anibro.i IcK^iked appraisingly at the portrait of the late; 
,Mrs. Ballard whicli, a.fier various migrations, had landed above 
'the mantelpiecv: of the upstairs sitting looni. “Don't you think; 
that’s the best place i\)r ii. Sis? I h orn here she can look out'- 
over the bay like site used to.” 

Angelina made a small gesture of apjiroval. She had 
wrapped around her shoulders the caslunete shawl Grandip^ 
Ballard had left her and pulled her chair close to the ember-s 
glow of the grate, but she felt cold all the same. “It’s chilly, 
isn’t it?" she said with a little shudder. “I had almost 
'forgotten how ^ cold San Francisco can be. Just feci my 
hands — ] swear, th.ey haven't been wa.rin since 1 left the 
Islands.” 

“Poor little Sis! They say the blood gets thinner in tha 
tropics.’' Maud’s attention was still on her mother's portrait:' 
violet satin, silver giapos, kmg train, tlecp deenllelagc, large; 
ostrich fan. “Wasn't it u horrid fashion ! Do you remember; 
that dress, Ann ?’' 

“Dimly ” Mrs. fJopper answered. As if she could ever 

forget the bitterness of tliat evening in Vienna, the accumii4 
lated bitterness of the eight years since. Maud was still fussipS 
over the equally fussy portrait. She fetched one of the h]^intji^ 
glasses from the bay window and placed it on the 
piece. “Poor mother! What a disappointment when Mr. Merisi 
wouldn’t paint all her twenty-two grape bunches into 
-portrait!” ' 

“Her generation hadn’t much taste,” Angelina said leniegj^ 
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-■j •'^"7 am ^•.»*'K Ul^* 

^ for herself, lhof.igh. She only wanted to tna]cfe/;|f® 
Indies of ns two bijiis '|nd see us married off to real gei&ll® 
Shen — the dear, unsel(is‘ii soul.*' 

, Angelina was growing very tired of the post-mortem. Sh^ 
^ew tired quite easily; probably her hear: had never quite! 
tecovertd, it seemed like a hea.rt with a leak, slrengtli drib-i, 
^ling Irom it undl she leU on ll;e blink (^1 dying with the 
Uhsupporlabje ('inptnicss in lliere. In Hawaii, on Lcihana 
Plantation, she had oiicn been gripped by a [)anicky premoni- 
tion that dicy msghl nntl her on liie lloca\ d^.^d, alone, no one 
to help her, the s;vudl iow.i ol iiijo liours a\va\ ■ — 

' “Go on, deal,'' Maud was saying, '"you were telling me 
about your place o:\ Lie island 
“A dream of a place' 1 wish you coiildi ha\'e managed to 
iomc for a Msiu you ;\i\d Mon, you would h-ue loved Planta- 
tion House. Almost like one o.j those lan;c old country seats 
^PIEn^land, only nvae exot e, ^ucii beautiful grounds, stables* 

i tennis court, aiidi. natuo k}', we {'aid our own beach ’* J 

... so large, S('/ vast, so bighterun’! die lumse. tbiC rooms so 
ligh, tlic walls so empgr, tineed wuh gsceii In/ \he moving- 
shadows of giant tropical pkints. Indoors a depressing AinlesS;; 
lusk, anxiously pieserxcd: oiudoi'.rs eitlier slabbing daggers, 
3f light or grey slanipcdc of clouds expIo-Jing in torrents with 
in uproar like a brigade of mad drum majors romping on the 
Sorrugated roof FvervAd’-ere the loathsome m.onotony of the 
liane lields, an j’^ean o\' boredom vvluise waves at sunrise 
yould swallow Iloppci on kis giant home, to spit him out at’ 
mndown, a tired, thnr.lv. d»riv man: a crust iff the all-pcne- 
xating harvosl dust (m iiis sweaty shin,* his face, his hair; a 
ipiell of sw'cat and liorsc, tlic aerki odours of hurned-off dry" 
italks. the sweetisln brownish slench of molasses carried from 
j ^^ ll into tne connubial bedroom. Mosquitoes, Hies, lizards.' 
|r%oundlcss cver-samcness, broken only by catastrophes,, a 
piSl wave, an eruption of Manna Loa. a fire in iIil! mill, just 
ll^ln Hopper wsas off onY^nc of !iis frequent inspection trips 
^l^nother island. ' 
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to catty so. it you f|!d lonesome, wHyi^ 

, . ve your horse saddled and vAit the neighbours?!,^ 

I^The Chaps up for dinner? Alone? With sixteen serva^^ 
iting on you hand and foot! Come, come now— don’t ybj| 
tow that you’re the queen on this plantation?” 

. sixteen servants for the house and T don’t kndw ho^t. 
many for the grounds and the horses,” Angelina impressed 
/ >n Maud, who listened with pleased respect. “Of course* 
entcrtaincci a lot; you know, the chief manager is something 

fee a king on his plantation and has to represent in style 

Those sixteen servants had sometimes frightened her out of 
her wits, and the rumours Beatrice was tor ever dragging from 
the cooking house on to the veianda only mailc it worse. A 
Itienacing bunch of .lapaiiese, Chinese, natives, soundless on 
bare feet, sneaking, thieving, obseciuious to your face, hostile 
and dangerous wlien you turned your back. As for the neigh- 
bours, the next ones were thirty miles away, an oldish i3ibi3* 
fading missionary couple wh(» had arrived in the steerage of 
‘a Danish ship some twenty years ago and still looked and 
^^Cted it. And The Chaps, Hopper’s assistants, were a rowdy, 
Stincoulh, beer-gulping lot. One evening in their company was 
Enough to [Hit Angelina to bed w'ilh a three days’ spell of 
fever and insupporiable homesickness. She w'as yearning foi 
'the fog of the bay, the bracing winds of San ITancisco, foi 
i:hb Ballard homt' on Clay Street, aral the clear tears were 
Streaming dowm her face. Beatrice padded in with offerings 
0f cooling juices, napava, pineapple, coconut tnilk, mango— ^ 
dl of it alien, too sweet, too pcrriimetl, and altogether detest- 
able, “I can’t stand it. I can’t stand tins soit of life anj 
longer, Beatrice. I’m going to die here, 1 want to go bac^ 

where I belong ” she would so'n. Beatrice, too, hat^ 

-ILeihana, “Yon go tella Mistah Hopper is.i cnidclc he 
my bambina disa wild country. Tf you don’ta tell him Beatr 
Jjgo tell him.” 

“Never mind, Bea. I’ve told him and plenty, but he wc 
listen.” It had become her good morning and good night to 1 
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I^nd of lil'c Fin made lor, and Leihana is doing splendi' 

1 wouldn’t know a nicer spot on earth, everybody 


pappy in the Islands, why can’t you try and love it a little'^^ 
fer my* sake and you will liave good company as soon 
little Hopper arrives " 

Angelina spread her cold hands over the embers; it seemed 
^desperately necessary to let Maud know by implication that* 
pU the brilliant pleasures of Rome and Paris and cosmopolitan' 
^society and being the wile of a famous \ irtuo'so were pale aru| 
trivial compared with die tropical splendour of her own past 
-eight years, 'dafe in the Islamls., Maud " site rushed on,. 
,^‘if you liaven't lived there, you can't imagine how rich it is.^^ 
It’s all so- so genei'ons and yay- -just one long round of feasts 
and parties - 

j^jJnjhc tliird \ear (Ik re wa-^ a hit of tnniblc on Ihc planta- 
tion. A new pesi a boier, was making inroads in the cane an<f' 
iXi Hopper’s share of die piolits Worried and gloomy in day-J;' 
"time, he was spending nKse iind more niglits in noisy sessions 
„;AVith The C hap,", “d.ers leave Lcir.aisi, :c:’s go hack^to the- 
'Mainland, yon’re ruining you* soil and me too, and for what?’-, 
Angelina would diill and l) 0 'e into him, but now Hoppet 
was a man al vvar and vwiiild not letreaL .^d'tcr live year^ 
there was another bil of Usnible, with the field hands thi^^ 
time — Angelina caiUxI them co(5hi.s a little rioting in th^, 
teeming, bu/zing row ot company shacks, a hidden rcstlesS'j, 
ness in the hou-e. In a panic Angelina sent to the mill foe. 
dHopper: when he earned in a cold swv.al, she was stretched, 
Iput on her bed, piiilulK small. Ir ip will, feat, but trying tO^' 
|le game. “My licart it almost cave out and Beatrice says: 
fal^ato wanted to kill Ah Wemg in the kitchen and Fm sp‘ 
|Bne, Fm alw..ys alone- 

^ /‘Look here, m> little grassiioppcr, yoii’ic not .alone, Fjcfl* 
lere with you, any tiniQ you need me or don’t I count at'' 





^ . ^ht nours of labour and all offehe skill of the 
MjtS'tion doctor for her arrival and jjooked like a 
4sands of >cars old. Ncitlicr was he ilicre w'hcn a 
_.__ia epidemic sprc:id from I-ciliana villaiic lo Plantaticm^ 
^ousc and struck the irardencr 'rakaU)'s little twin dolls, and- 
bfir own bain. Rciurnijvi iiastilx from liie island obMaui,, 
|ppper had cried over the tiny casket as no six-foot-twpj 
ian ought to cry, and afterwards he got wildly and un?-; 
^traincdly drunk in the company of The Chaps. But Hopper' 
J-that was a cliaptcr all by itself. . . . 

when I iost my little girl, it changed eve? y thing for, 
|ne. And then my accident on top of it — but we won’t talk 

Jiabout that Angelina said so quietly, with such a strained, 

r^athelic little smile, that tliis time it was Maud who had tears- 
fn her eyes. Quickly she put her large hand on Angelina’s' 
fshoiildcr as if to protect and steady her younger sister. ‘T, 
;^now. Sis, I know. But let a little time pass and you’U„bPiW#i 
^another baby.” 

When Angelina had felt that she could not stand the hard-,- 
ships of exile and Lcihana prison another day, she had 
,resorte 4 l to furious and foolish action. Something has to give> 
pr to break ! she had thought, forcing her untrained young 
■Jiorse Puolani over a tivc-foot fence. She migiu have broken 
Jier neck — and it would serve Hopper right! — but she came 
bfl with some cracked ribs and various smaller injuries. Her 
accident bore results; at last Hopper was shocked into taking, 
her to the Mainland — only temporarily as he tried to reassure.. 


himself — only while lie was supervising the construction of hiS- 
Company’s new sugar refinery. But Angelina had different ideas,, 
“Do you really want to settle in San Francisco? Tf you lUcp 
JLeihana so much — won’t you miss it?” Maud was asking heri 
“I certainly will- but Fm afraid that’s over for me,”.^gb| 
;^^swered sadly. 

“But Clyde? T don’t think he’s very happy in San Fra,]^ 
Pisco, do you? He is not cut out fgr stuffy office work;,]^ 
^ems — well — a bit restless.” 
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^Mkud looked at her reflectively. “What’s Ihc matter wiffi 
tis. Sis? When I was expecting hide Joy the doctors told ni^ 
travelUng was bad for me ami Td have to slay put. it’s tru^ 
I wasn’t very useful to hion on his concert lours. It’s hot ill 
Rome and frec/ing in Stockholm, and tiie cold you catch in 
Hamburg you carry with you aii die way to Rio — thank 
heavens, Mori di'Jn’l iiiind maiving his hcadu]uarlers in San 
Francisco; in fact I think he likes it here.”* 

“He does, docs he? But the city isn’t what it used to be— 
goodness. 1 scaiuvi I'ke all tisc old pc(’»ple . "You ought to hav0 
seen San l Yanciseo iu the seventies,' llial’s wlial Father always 
tells you, and Giandma Ihillard bcfoic him: ‘You ought ip 
have seen vSan i raiieiseo in the fifties’ - but it’s true, not cvetl 
ll?R^ouse is \ hc .■,amc since you look <»ver,” Ann said, roundi?^ 
ing up the changes in one glance. The gtis chandelier was wired 
for electricity, the fake brocade had given way to flowered 
chintz, and there were no moie portifaes between llie rooms. 
“Now it seems always a bit draughty,” /Angelina said,^hiver> 
ing a little. ; 

“It was necessary on account c^f the acoustics. Idori caiYt 
study in a padded ceil.” 

“Wouldn’t vou iliink tlie acoustics are almost too much 
improved?” Angelina said with a little laugh. J he house was 
resounding with the combined noises of Mr. Ballard’s three! 
hobbies whicii liaal come into bloom soon after Mrs. Ballard’s 
demise. When he was not liamincring away in the basement^, 
where he produced chairs so missh. pen that even the Salvation- 
Army accepted them onl\ reluctantly, he let the big-horned dO' 
phonograph in his downstairs den blare forthto his heart’s 
intent. And simple-minded lilile interme/zi on the mouth 
%gan were sandwiched in between, since Mr. Ballard had 
^turned to this skill of Ns youth with a vengeance and proved 
nnite a wizard on his lowly instrument. 
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lis sort of music?” 

^o" trouble at all. Fathcr’.s quiet as, a mouse when Fli^^ 

I ■ 1* . 3 ^ _ . iii 


Wme; anvway. he is siicnding more and more lime ori 

^ch.” 

^•‘Another of his little hobbies that doesn’t disturb you?”' 
g‘What do you mean?'’ 

know. 'VU:ii Gomez woman. Ts she still around?” 
yes, since Gome/ died, Lupc is the whole show: keeps: 
ranch ^loine and everything. She's a fine figure of a 
:)man. I’m giad o( it. Father would he jalher lonesome^ 
ithout her." 

'‘Well! I suppose men arc like dial," said Angelina with 
itrained tolerance. Alter all, she \v;is a married woman now, 
iSild married to Hoppci at tliai - - 

Suddenly ail n(>ises si<v.jped and Maud was listening to the 
Pront door, ‘d diKniglu ii wiis ld(v.*i.” she s ud, smiling uricoii- 
fscioiisly, "hut ids only Beairicc vvilli die cliikl.” Angeiin^ijigi 
®eart had skipped a heat. 

‘‘rm heninnlng to diiak yoidrc married to Mr. Wells’s 
^invisible Man. Where's Idorian Keeping liimscU’ all the lime?” 

“He*ihad to go to dui coektaii party the BohiCmian Club is 
^lihrowing for Jan Knlxhk " 

*‘And yoidie let'i to sit at home? Well, Maud, I declare ” 

don’t ciirc too much for that sort ol thing. And I didn’t 
^ecl quite up to it today. . , 

?>'Ghu! Ann duHrdni. Jan Fuhelik was the new rage of San 
ll^rancisco; his preyerammes wcie brilliant and his technique 


|)erl'cctiy 


Iming. He w.rs, moreo\cr, married to a lady 


noble birth, as llie^ pa'c-ers put ir, a ravishing beauty who 
^ave sparkling wdl-pul^hc'/ed interviews. ]\)or Maud just 
;dbesidt dare cmnpele wilii \?rs. Kubelik, Angeiina though^ 
'glancing with malicious ple.isiire at her sister, who was Jdgt 
switching on the lights; lor the hrst time she noticed thaJ 
Ivlaud IurF changed. Probably it was part of the all-oveyj 
Changes the iwcntieih century had brought about. Cockt^ 
^rties, (^Icctric bghts, automobiles. Nouveau Art; Ibsen, Osoiil 
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w ildpt' Riclji6 ry^^ ti<a.wniyj>‘ 

, 1 ' Be divorced and ^fill be ladies. They fought for 
J^l^rage and against corsets— and Maud was looking 
pinner, almost gaunt, and her high-coloured cheeks 
poilow little shadows. It’s the new line, Angelina thought;' 
^Ise there is a worm in the apple and her marriage didn’t tu^ 

'Out qLtite as wonderfully happy as she pretends 

‘"Will Clyde be home lor dinner?” Maud was asking iniol 
Jier rambling tlioughls. 

‘T — no- 1 don’t think so." (And you don’t need to let 
feel that this is \oiir iKHisehoid and that I'm only a guest; thi^| 
is my old liome as much as unirs, she thouglit in a suddeij,'^ 
flare of irritation.) 'Mohnnv O’Shaughnessy wanted to sho^: 
him some lots wa\' cuit in t!v.: Western Addition, and after4 

' lei' 

wards tlicy were going a v.i'. b or to do the town or som0>i 


thing.” 

“Have you seen Johnnx ? ^'(Vtril be surprised how' he's comefc^ 
^{aiithe world,” Maud said, smiling a liillc. Since Mr. Ballardt 
had given young O’Shaughne^sy <i chance by making him 
salesman on the stall of iiis ie::l estate company, Johnny ha|| 
obviously done \'cry well for liimsclk Mis freckled Irish fac^' 
his honest blue eves, his sturdy eibow’ and gift of g-ib wer&: 
great assets. Ann had lunclied with him but did not deem i| 
necessary to ini(>im lici si^tei about it. “bather seems to thinl^. 
that young O’Shanghnessy is very promising political tiinber;fi 
she said elusucly. 

“Weil, consideimg i'cliicr’s opinion about llie corruption iii^ 
our city and county poiilies, llia.t's a o,Uv:siionable compUy* 
pient,” Maud sciid, amused. “Vv'hat’s he trying to palm off oiil 
Clyde? d'l'ose saiivl out on Nineteeinili SlreL-t?" 

“I don’t know. I behe\e some house vve might lease for 
year. It’s time we got setllebi. fn any ease, if we don’t find’ 
.SOpiething this week, i have decideil we’ll m(w.c lo a hotel. 
^on’t wamt to crowd you folks here in ye oidc liomestead.” 

“Nonsense, Ann! You’re not- and- -and- T cv)unted very 

|buch on your staying he^c, when ” Maud seemed flustered. 

i?Thcre’s a certain reason why - I’ll tell you- not 
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s?r doll’s bathrobe, bounced into the room like a ball 
y cloth. Behind her Beatrice was spreading tlie bat wingif 
f/her indestructible black shawl. Lillie Joy was a lively^ 
" dy baby of almost three, her haii* a riot ol shiny fal rfnglets, 
fat checks spanked a deep shiny red by liie wind, and in 
'r fat little list slie held a crushed cluster of narcissus. 
**Mumniie, Miinimic, you bring Mummie Hovvers!” she was 
jouting; she spoke quite well for her age, but the individual 
had not yet separated itself from that fascinating outer 
Orld all about her and she kepi stubbornly referring to herself 
“You.” 

,Maud was standing at the oilier end of the room, her back 
|b the bay window, with all the hyacinths stilTly lined up 
^jbehincl her. “Thank you ever so much, my darling, such beau- 
wul tiowers! Will you put them on the table over thcre*'f^ 

“Da baby vvania kiss Mummie gooda night, no?” said 
Beatrice, s!u>ving the child towards Maud, but Mousic reached 
it with an arm dike a tenterhook and hauled the little girl 
ack to her side. Mcr glance met MaiuTs and Maud said 
iiuickly : 

"l “I don’t want her to come too close to me, Beatrice, I still 
^ave this nciSly little C(dd. Look, darling, J blow' you a kiss — 
P',s flying across the room - -there — now ifs silling down right 
ibn your mouth.” Bcalrice was watching the lilllc ritual with 
3|er deep rumbling laugh; and in Mousie’s eyes, whenever she 
Regarded Florian's Lhiid, gleamed the combined ecstasies of 
;i^ti old-maid aunt and an infatuated grandmother. Angelina 
left out of it all; it was a sad, lonely feeling. 

‘‘Well, as I have no cold — maybe you’d let baby give 
|er good-night kiss?” she said with a tingling of impatience^j 
ittle Joy, released by Mousie and nudged on by Beatrice| 
ivanced hesitantly towards her and' she gathered the soft^ 
bundle in he * lap. It felt good to hold the child to 
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listen to the licktock, baby,” she said, casting abd^ 
tor some inducement, and Joy accepted the little bribill 
she put her ear to the tiny watch pinned to Ann’s blous^l 
astonished delight spreading through her IVom head to 

toe. 


“You like Angelina, little Gioia?” coaxed Beatrice. 

“You like Annclina,’’ J<w echoed magnanimously, putting 
her fat short arms around Angcliiufs neck as, far as they would 
stretch. Maud sloful in the bav window watching the little 
performance with an absent smile; the embers stirred lazily 
on the giale, tlic hyacinths exhaled tlieir iicavy sweetnessj 
from Fatlicr's den came die strains of Carmen’s “Habanera/j 
and then the front door slaiiimed. 

“That’s Moi!,” said Maud. Angelina was holding little Joy 
t/^Wy cinbijccd until he had entered the room: babies were 
so becoming. 

“Back so early? 'T1^at''^ a. nice surprise," Maud said softlyi 
Joy, quivering like a little hsh, slipped away from Angelina 
and bounced herseh into her latlier's arm. 

“The trouble is I can slay a moment only- -well, it’s better 
than nothing, isn't it? Have to spend the evening with Jan 
and his v/ife and they want so much to meet you. Maud, 1 
thougiil I migln be able to change your mind? Well, darling, 

if you don’t feci in the mood, I won't force it upon you, but - 

Mousie! Where’s die little monster? Mousie! Please, bring 
me the Empress, Ian is dying to try her out slop tickling me, 
Joy, or I'll bile you, there, take her {)lr rnv hands, Beatrice, 
yes, yes. I’ll come to your bed and tuck you in — ” and only 

after he had handed the laughing, squealing baby to the grin- 
ping Italian and kissed both Maud’s hands, lingering over one 
^fter the other, did he seem to notice Angchna. “Good even- 
ing, Fairest of Them All," he said lightly, vacillating between 
^ferturbed appreciation hnd amused irony as if she were still 
fifteen. 
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■ 'rfir f-i rwT ■ V ' V 

:iig nis baulet. TT don t* seem If remember qufte 
ti before?” 

e had pul his lips in Muucl’s parted hair for a second afhd 
standing bchiiul her, uith his arm ar(Mind her shouldet-i. 
if they were po^ini* for a hridecrooin-and-biidc photo. They^ 
:^re so utterly and boastfully and irrevocably married, those 
0, it was rer.lly a funny siidit; hcartbrcakin^ly funny if all 
>U could do Vv'as sil by and watch them and grin and spout 
[nevolcncc and blc.\sings. As if Maud hadn’t stolen every* 
g that should by rights have been mine : tlic man, the child*; 
ie whole ghtlcit;ig, gl(ni(His iiic ol die iaimnis and then she 
;bmplaincd ab(HU liaving to travel from Siockhidrn to Rio. If 
"were in iicr place, Ann thought ever so often, if 1 were in 
aud’s place, 1 sliould do tins and tint, 1 should dress so and' 
, and be a help to 1 lonan’s ctireer, not a lundrancc; if 1 
&ere in Maud's place, by Clod. ]\1 not s'uiy lunnc loiiiglit. I’d 
!l^at this Mrs. Kubelik at her own game, IM make her look like 
kn old dust rag. I’d wrap every critic around my little ffilgSr 
pud run Mrs. Kubelik out of town 

K ' “There is your violin,” Mousic said, returning from down- 
’ktairs with the black ca.se cradled in lior arms, l lorian took it 
|prom ifcr and put it down cni the small table, next to Joy’s 
‘^rushed, wilting [lowers, and opened the case once more as if 
>|x> make sure that the Fanpress was well dressed for the occa- 
:§ion. His hands changed their expression the moment he 
touched the instrument. N<n when he touched Maud, not even 
Vhen he touched his little uiil, did Ins hands radiate such 
lender and impassioned life. Angelina couki not turn her eyes 
away from those hands undressing the Fmpress. Three differ- 
ent squares td' silk, a while one w’ith liis initials, a burgundy- 
‘colourcd one, and a soft, (lowered, anticjiie brocade protectee^' 
^Jter precious body. Idorian ran his thumb over the four strings'- 
|)lunk plonk plank plink, before he wTapped her up again and, 
[iieddecl her on the moss-green velvet lining of the case. “Yoii’r^ 
mean bastard. Fieri,” Mousic remarked as an aside. “Al| 
#<)ii want to do is put a tiny pinch 6f arsenic in Jan’s soufj 
you? Showing off the Empress, just to watch him 
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J^jdoubf if his 'sudcci^s here was worth 

a mind reader you arc,” Florian laughed, 
true — I’m under ihc impression that Jaii would like to 
)ajp with champagne tonight and then talk me into barterii,.,. 
Empress against his Giiarncri; perhaps he’d even tliro^ 
his small Amati into the bargain. He miirt tihnk me mdi 
stupid*than I am, rcallv 1 love Jan and he’s a nice fellow and 
a great violinist but he ought to know that I’d give up botfit; 
my eyes rather than part with my tkldlc.” 

He smiled into Maud’s c\cs, sending her one of those secret 
messages that mean husband and wife, a life shared, a we-' 
two-know-aiid-no-onc-clsc. Mousie, with her special gift for 


mimicry, had become aiinost invisible, but Angcim..i heard het; 
humming a Ilippant little melody. 1 wonder whom he really 
married — Maud or the Eanpress.^ Certainly he wouldn’t havq 
taken the one witlKnil the other, slie thouglu. Tiiere was ai^ 
echo somcvvlicre : 1 will get \(hi tliat viedin I always get what 
Always'^ As simple as that? 

No. Not always. 

His liands closing the ease. “Good night, dear heart. Servusf^ 
Mousie. Ci(i(i, Bca trice. " llis hand toueliing hers. 
'Wicdcrsclu'iL Angelina 

Hopper had paw s, not hands: Hopper had red hair sprouting 
on the back of eacli stiibbv linger. Me was liairy all over, like; 
an animal, and he used his paws like an animal would; grabr 
bing, pinching. clumsil\ slapping the Hesh of the female? 
Hopper w:is repiiKive, he had been repulsive from the ver}| 
moment she liad become his wife 

The house door slammed, Florian was gone, Fmther begai^' 
playing on his mouth organ again. “Shah we sit in front of the‘ 
fire a little longer?" Maud said quietly, “ lliere is something 
J’d like to discuss with you while Fieri isn’t anaind. 

“It’s about this cold oi mine," she said as they were seated^ 
“this chronic thing in my bronchis. It’s been going on and ori; 
|or too long a lime. Remember, when T w'as a young girl, we 
||lways made joles about rny running a lempcrature? Well, it 
:^ins Dr. Bryant didn’t quite like that and the last few weeks 
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my Bitter medicine. It’s not only my bronchisj'l^ 
the tips of my lungs by now. That catarrh, I m6 
pot as if I had Uibcrculosis, not at all ! BliI Dr. Bryant warn^ 
that it might turn into it if vvc don't arrest it at th^, 
^ge. So there it is : a big strong horse like me and all rottet^ 
iside ” 

f. Angelina’s first reaction was a hot, angry refusal to accepl^' 
mis. Stealing my thunder- -w^as it Shakespeare or was it?^ 
phere had never been a question about Angelina being thQ/ 
ielicate one, the friiil little blossc»m to be nursed and watched 
K'ith great care/ whJe Maud was growing big and strong, 
Wealthy and uniiUercsting as a cabbage. To be sick was a 
^slinction, ami at times quite a useful one. Thai Maud, of 
all people, was suddenly claiming that distinction could not 
tolerated. “I don't believe it/' Angelina said agitatedly, 
;T don’t l)clievc a word of it and you shouldn’t either. Dr. 
Bryant is an old quack. Remember the time he pul me Aswvm 
iVith scarlet fever, wlien all I had was probably a touch of 
j)oison ivy ” 

Maud smiled lier calm smile. 'Tt’s all riglit. Sis. there’s no, 
aeed for cheering me up. I'm feeling much better since I 
fcnow what has to be done. Fm going to this place in the 
4.dirondacks, Sanitarium Ouisisana. I’iiey seem to do wonders 
yvith that new cure, >oli might have read about it in the 
fyapers. Bermuda (mions. No germ can live near a Bermuda 
:^nion, and that's ii tact. Usually they cure you in four to six 
^eeks and even in very bad cases they guarantee to get their 
patients well after three months at the most. T made my 
reservation for March tificenth to make sure that I’ll be in 
shape before I kni's next season starts. Anyway- -here I hav^' 
no peace of mind, Fm afraid every minute Joy might catclfc; 
something from me ” 

Maud’s voice wavered and she got up abruptly and went 
the bay window', pretending to rearrange the hyacinths. Mrst 
Ballard’s portrait stared waxily and regally oiAvn on her 
laughters. There were llie familiar little sounds that meanill 
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\i oFiie nursery falling softly^shut, the 
g up from the kitchen with the well-remembered cli 
of ihe everyday china 
Does Florian know^” asked Angelina 
Not yet, so lai i\e lokl only Mousie She’ll help me tfiS 
reak it to Flon, snc’s ScCh a hnck Hell be terribly upset— ^ 
^Snd just when he ncec^ to concentrate on his p^ogiamme for| 
next season 1 cliJn t tiun out mucli of a baigain for him;i 
^oor Flon — ’ 

“Don’t worry about him dcai, its bad tor you You must 
^nk of vouisclt now 1 Jl liok aftct 1 lornn while you’re 
gone ” 

“Thanks Sis but Mousic e in do tint btt^^ci thin anyone 
else She’ll keep him so bus' he won t have time to mope. 
But thcie’s the houvshold .*nd well little Joy I’m afraid 
she’ll miss me, she is still uo snnJ) to undcistind anything^ 
and,«lie can be quite dillieult when she IceU unhappy without 
quite knowing wh\, the pool, Iculoin little thing 

“Don’t let that bothei ^ou cither I’ll see to it that she 
doesn’t miss mhi not too mueh I in^an, I 11 play with her 
and take her to the paik and \ou knov/ how muck 1 love 
her. I’ll take cue ol hci as il sIk were my own I pronuse 
you. There, th^o I 11 tike earc ot \our baby ind vou take 
care of youisell and thus a piomist You 11 <»ct rid of that 
jsilly httle eatairli of souis quiekly and in i tew weeks you’ll 
he back, as good as nt w Why a lin, sturdy giil like you^ 
You niustn t make a t^icat thing oi it, it s really nothing, a 
catarrh — m tael I’m sine it will tuin out to be a pleasant 
^change for you to hi iwa> horn the louse hold ioi a little 
F^Julc A sanatorium in the Adiiondicks’ It 11 be like a first- 
^ass hotel, very de luxe-merc\ me, it was quite a different 
when I h id my accident 1 hat dreadful hospit il in Hilo, 
mib flies, the heat, the pains and ail those fractures, it’s a 
^Uder I’m still alive — ’ 

^jS he had put Maud back in hei place The big strong sister 
Hm could easily shake off any ailment in no time On the 
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water heater 

H^b-' ” Angelina heard him say as she was rushing 

Sp stairs. Moiisic held out his overcoat for him. 

^^Who’s calling? Did anything happen at the ranch?” 
®*‘No, nothing, some fool nonsense. You go back to bed 
Ppep, Angelina, we don’t want you around,” he said* rathi^k 
|fefriendJy. Only then did he seem to become aware of hei^ 
Mr blonde hair rolling down her back, her kimono slipping 
Ppen over her long, rutfled nightgown. “A tempest in a tegtl 
Sot.” he saici, Ciitindlicr. “I’ll take care of it.” 

I He pulled tlie chain from the front door and stepped ouit!^ 
Phe saw him lean his head against the wind; he had forgottetf 
piis hat as usual. 'The door slammed shut. 

“What happened, Mousic? Where’s he going?” 

“It’s all right,” Mousie said dryly. “He’ll fix it. ft’s nothing; 
ilew to him, much as this may surprise you. He’s had to get?j 
brothers out of one mess or the other ever since he*W^ 5 ^? 
j^ventcen, and save the Anibros decorum on top of it.” f 
? . “Who’s in a mess?” Angelina asked. But she knew anyway,? 

There would have been ample time to get dressed befor^ 
Florian brought Hopper home, but she did nothing of the sort>' 
She brushed and perfumed her hair and tied it loosely baclcJ 
jmth a black velvet ribbon (nothing brings out the colour m- 
plonde hair like black velvet: The Ladies Home Journal)^ 
Before the mirror she toyed with her small box of rouge bufe: 
decided that a nalural pallor, lieightened by the dark kiraonoj 
Wth the scattered maple leaves, was more suitable to th^ 
ieccasion. 

And there was the' cab, coming to a stop' under the port^ 
icochere. Her hands were cold. She went out on the upp^ 
landing and looked down, her hair hanging over the banist^ 
like somebody’s hair in some fairy talc. 

Hopper looked a bit worse than she expected. He let hij9£l 
Self be dragge^^to the hall like a bag of flour, a soiled bi^ 
pllen off a waggon picked ouf of the dirt. “Let’s 
pm down here,” Florian said to the cabbie and Hopper 
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s nothing. Clyde had a little accident He’ll be all right| 
morning Please go to your room and let me take care 
i; this is strictly a stag affair ” 

Angelina went dovMi the stairs “You don’t need be sfi 
[CCntoundcdly tactful, Wc Hoppci like this before,” she^ 
^Ssaid quietl) He liad lost his o\eicoat and hat, his coat wa$ 
^Orn, his tiouseis nad come oil the biav^is and weic sadly* 
sagging, stained and soiled with all sorts of, dubious liquids. 
^His fancy w ustcoat was unbi ttoned ovei the gapitn^ ( lumpled 
uShirt, and behind his head the ends of his collar stuefc 
"obstinately up like <i rabbit’s ears His neht eye sat on £ 
cushiem of swollen and discolviiired llcsh and a sticking plaster 
’had been put ovei a cut running irom his forehead to hi$. 
cranium But tlic worst w is that tlie ckxtoi at the police station 
hadAnmd it necessary to slia\e lus head, without his enters? 
prising shuck cd ted haii he resembled the tvpc of persoct'' 
^seen on wanflo ihl polki photon Angelina, trembling 
-with disgust, studied the devastation without ineuy 4 

Hopper opened his c\cs and giimaced as he touched thoN 
swelling undci the right one “Uhu’” he slated casually, and 
then his glance fexused on \iigelina He sat up, shook his^ 
"dizzy head, and made an instinctive and gentlemanly gestur^ 
if to stiaightcn ]n> haii he cvlii tiiea to butUm his waistcoat 
^^nd smile winningly cU his wife, ‘Sorry, Old Girl, frightfully 
;^orry,” he mumbled with a biavc cffoit at gaining control ot 
pis consonants. “Rotten beci at the dub Simply ghastly-**^" 
^sn’t it*?” 

I There were many harsh things A^ngclina wanted to tell him 
^Ut for Florian’s sake she held on to hcrsell “Can >ou walk 
stairs by youisclt, or shall I help you wis all she said. ^ 
“Never mind Angelina, I’ll get him into bed Come. Clyde, 
lid on to me ayd let’s go,” I lonan said, ho wanted to hoist 
Qipper from rfle bench but Hopper, with the uncontrolled 
^ .-unexpected strength of the drunk, pushed him back, .v 
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litOfe whore in He wanted 16 remi 

ijlignified, but some valve was broken and the prd 
me too strong in him and once he had begun to let go? 
pent-up misciy and resentment he could not stop him 
d what had begun as a meek detcnce turned into furioj 
cusation Swaging, wuh ^winging lists and Hailing arms faj , 
ent against Angelina to beat hci up^ I ('» slianglc hcr'^ 
Pfemak her bcloic she bi( kc him ^ 

f She ran up the slaiis, lov) Inght^ncd c\en to scream A cryj 
Sfrom Mousic “WalLh out, i loii’ bon'l lunt vour hands!’’^ 
^And the crash ol the bron/e liguic topplim^ oil the newel pdsV 
yktigelina luined her hc*d With bucklinj knees and lon^* 
Swinging aims Ht ppci was kaiiing against the wall, a woundOT 
^nd dangerous got ilia 1 lotian opposite this senseless bulk ot 
istrength appealed curiously ilctcchcd ^llncllorlv elegant. 

“Fm son>, Ci>cle” he -aid, dKHUnig his K It fist int^ 
Hogtper’s lace 

Hopper slid down the wall md plumped m a heap on th^ 
floor. Florian was rubbum his knuckles ‘Mochne,” said Mousid 
Wd cvapoiatccl Hopper tame to sl^ t>k liis Ik uI, touched hi| 
^^black eye, his clnn and wnhoui anodici woid he piult^ him-^ 
'^If up the Stans b\ the buiisicr, stumble I blindly past hijj 
jwife, and disappt,aiccl down tb corn foi to\aicis his cclibal^ 


Angelina found Me^nan at hci side .ind puled up at himi 
^^ith quivciing ho^ Nt.vti had shu been sm illcr and inoro 
^fedplcss than at that moment 

^‘Angelina,” he said, constrained, "d had no idci how mat- 
g€rs stood— 

if, “Well- now you know,' die sir], haidiv luihblc “Now 
Ipu know what my lile has been all these > ar ” and onl)^ 
^en did she open the thkes and leaning a hice against thQ 
Ipack velvet jacket, she permitted licrsclf to ciy her silent, 
Pl)5ar, becoming tears He put his arm aiouxad her- shoulders 
Kid patted her ilKur Warmth bittc scent ol cigaicltes, Ciur de 
iSmssie, Florian 






ya-iiLJJ JUl^UOi '^JEEai 

Oh, Hori, Fih so frightened, and Ftti^ 
K^biycold.’* 

^feady, steady now, steady ” Floriaii said, to hiiilS 

^'inuch as to her. He took her gently to her bed, made 
down, and pulled the blanket up to her face, treating ht 
itogethcr as though she were his little daugliter to be tucke 
He stroked her hair and her shoulders, he raised her hand^ 
mouth and breathed his warmth into them. Angelina rejt^ 
jVxed at last, she closed her eyes, felt sunlight on her eyelids; 
'it was lovely. 

“I thought that 1 hated you, Flori,” she whispered. “I know 

i^hat I should hate >ou. But 1 don’t. No, T don’t, riorian. I ” * 

. “Try to sleep now; good night, my dear,” he said abruptly^’ 
/‘in the morning everything looks different ” 

, As he leached the door he heard that she was softly laugl^ 
jng. “Florian, am I wrong or are you trying all the time tb 
’avoid me? But why? You aren’t afraid of mc.^” she asked, 
[back there in her bed. 

[ “All right,” he said, hiding behind a cigarette, “let’s suppos^ 
that Fm a miserable, knee-weak cowaid. But so help me Gck^ 
lyes, I am afraid of vou. And of niv'-elf too, if vou must knowl 
Good night. Now we arc upset; iii the m >rn.ng evei 7 thing 
•'Jlpoks diflcrent,” and the dooi dosed behind him 

In the morning neither Hopper nor Florian appeared at thc^ 
?jbreakfasl-table. Only Mousie. 

y “Your husband wants to be excused,” slic said, putting 
^^nduc amount of sugar into her coffee. “You know what they 
y in San Francisco’ No real gentleman feels well in the 
LOming.” 

And Florian?” 

Oh, I almost forgot; regards from Flori. He took the early 
^iburon Ferry, he wants to slay for the time being in the villas 
fc^Belvedere, and work on his Mendelssohn concerto. Fll have 
idma Ballard’s old upright o^er there tuned, damn it, and 
:e it do. I^ri thinks it would be too embarrassing fcwf 
iper to face him after last night.” 
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You can’t expect these two nien 
ilfnder one roof, can you? Certainly not while 
jBnd shoving rockcls under their respective behiridSi^ 

As for HopjKT, ihorc was a lillle scandal about the braWl^ 
police raid in lamg I ’o’s gambling den and a little rioise iAl 
papers and a Ililie gossip in the clubs and a little scandal* 
whispciing al ladies’ luncheons. And a week later hO; 
led for Hawaii; officially to attend to some business, and" 
bfficiaily to be, called on (he carpel by the almighty sugai; 
Ig who ov;ncd, among other plantations, Leihana and who 
ought it advisable to keep Clyde Hopper removed for a little' 
hile from the scene of scandals and temptations. After all;; 
tapper was one of his best men and you couldn’t let hina*', 
piply go to the dogs on the Mainland. . . . 


April 17 was Angelina’s birthday, it was her day and her 
feat evening; by a coincidence it was also the evening of the 
great Pinale, before tlic curtain was rung down over the lusty, 
|^i,?terous, magniliccnt show that was San Francisco, 
pOnce during llic week Morian had come out of his retreat to 
0sit his little daughter. He and Angelina had taken little Joy 
Ibwntown t(^ buy her new shoes, they had been romping and 
paying with her and later they were sitting on the nursery' 
Boor and, with the child between ihcrn as tliough she were 
Ifieir own, they had kept a hamilcss patter going like the good 
|ld friends they were. The precarious night of Hopper’s down^^ 
|lU was never mentioned, 

“Before 1 forget,” Florian said, “I had a wire from Mau^i;. 
Orders to lake care of your birthday, since she can’t do it hef- 
plf and Papa Ballard won't be back from the ranch. CoUji-J 
^atulations and all that.” 

k'“Thanks, Florian. Thai’s sweet of Maud. just 

bjg to feel sorry for myself. 1 didn’t think anyone would;^® 





KU right, how does your Majesty intend tb cele^bitfi 
.special wishes, v/ithin the limits and possibilities of sti 
Musician, that is?” 

“Will you takew me to the opera on Tuesday? Will 3 
^flori?” 

Thctc was only a second’s hesitation before he said evenly-^; 
“But of course, Angelina. You couldn’t give me a greatel 
pleasure ” 

• All of San InaiKisco was at the great Gala Performance of 
the Metropolitan Opera in the Of)cra Mouse ^)n Mission Streep’ 
Everybody had come in full dress and with festive anticipatiphj 
to see, to be seen, and, incidentally, to hear Carmen. In hei: 
evening gown of black velour ciiilfon, her shoulders bare, hei 
small face a Hare ol white heal under ihe enormous blacl^ 
opera hat, Angelina made her entrance at Florian’s side, apd 
there was, at )( ng iced, that (rail of whispering, that phosphor| 
escent wake she had been craving adl ihcxsc years. “Don’t ybii 
know him? Tliafs Florian Ambrose- the famous violinist^ 
and who is the beautiful Vvoman be is with, the lucky dog? 


wife? No, that’s the younger of Ihe two Fallard sisters. m 
you see her ncckkicc? wScnsational ! What a striking coupla 
they arc, those two! Don’t they look as if they were simj^^ 
made for each other . . 

There was that [)arlicular electricity in the atmosphere whicB 
made the children of the Bay (’ily livelier, gayer, more spark;? 
ling than any others, gave them their singulai sweep, the broai^ 
.gusto of living. Angelina too felt reborn by the vibrant air aftejf 
'ithe lava-slow frustrated existence of Lcibana. She lookei^ 
’around through her long-handled opeia glasses and thought 
rthat nowhere in the world could an audience like this one hi^ 
'found. Children of luck and success they were, demanding ani^ 
accepting only the very best of everything -in v\inc, in food, 
-elpthes, in women. Connoisseurs ol every hi\ury, lovers of cuf| 
:Jti|re.and art and -well, everything. “Isn’t it wonderful, Flori? 
IsfSimply can’t^imaginc anything like our opera anywhere eligj 
ie world. And don’t say Vienna," she added quickly as 
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Vienna, Ai^elina, this is qnite 
vay — especially when you contemplate that all thii^ i 
Megance and all-out superiority has grown in such a hi) 

1 yesterday’s wild sand hills. However, r may I point 
in various parts of the w'orld there exist opera hous^ 
re they don't ilirow beer advertisements on the cuttaW^ 
A$aid and llierc was a sharp little bite behind his amiable 
ie smile. 

:|*You’rc beastly. Sometimes I’d like to hit you.” 

|?‘Really? The Ijcauly and the beast? But don’t forget that 
Ithe fairy talc the beast is a sentimental fool at heart ” 


"All during the first two acts Angelina was waiting for the 
^termission wliich to her, as to not a few other spcctatorSj 
^as the better part of the performance. However, there were 
gioments when the emotional impact of the opera tlirew her oS 
glance. During Don Jose’s flower aria she could not help 
Tching for Morian’s hand; she found it, bare of its glove, 
if waiting for hers. 


Jc nc sentais qif iin dcsir, 
Un seul desir, un seul espoir- 


Pliappincss. A four-minute happiness so intense, so complete* 
|| hurt, f renistad? Of course, Fremstad is no Calve, the con- 
^isscurs of San Francisco were saying, but Caruso! Bravo^ 
^ruso, bis, bis, encore, bravo, bra\'o. Caruso — and the entire 
House burst wide open in an explosion of enthusiasm, melting 
;^e whole audience into one, from the La Torres in their box^J 
the Menlo Park ert^wd and the Bensinger clan in the dre;^, 
prcle, and the Frankcl tribe, third row orchestra, to the 
little Italian fruit dealer squeezed in the outmost comer of thjsf 
pighest gallery, fusing their voices in one great roaring unisp^ 
feThe show was not over when the singers had taken their 
mw and tlfe lights of the chandelier were turned off; it \i® 
mnply transferred to the Palace Hotel, with more hap™ 
iSrading and merry showing off, the effervescent feeling^ 




..^j^-B^nsinger table, and Angelina brushed past the F® 
a nod of polite detachment to take her seat at oldf^ 
ifensinger’s right. By now she had forgotten that a certain ^11 
ippper existed a«id that it was Maud’s place of honour ^ 
occupying only by proxy. “Won't you let me in on 
fjoke?’’ Florian asked, sizing up the curiously absorbed sr 
. on her face. He was silting at her left, the chairs stood clos^ 
.their shoulders touched. 

“1 just remembered the evening of your first concert. || 
wanted to die because I was wearing my first long dress, absQ-^^ 
lutely sensational, and you hadn’t seen me in it. You didn%! 
know that 1 was madly in love with you when I w'as fifteen^ 
or did you?” 

“No, r didn’t know: as a rule Tm too busy and not conceited 
enough to notice the mad passions 1 occasionally arouse id 
very young ladies’ bosoms.” He watched the dance of the titijS 
bubbles in his champagne glass; rising, wiiirling. bursting. Au^ 
gone. “Look at that crazy dance,” he said, more to himself^ 
than to her. “No form, no sequence, no continuity. Not much; 
sense, but pretty. Very human. What was it you asked rae:,?j 
No, I didn’t know. Maybe Tm simply stupid.” 

“Maybe you arc, at that,” she said, turning her polite atted3<3 
tion to Mr. Bensiiiger for a change. 

“. . . so I told the mayor. I'll eat my hat, T told him, if Sarif 
- Francisco isn’t capable of raising fifty thousand dollars for thos^|i 
poor, stricken Italians. Why, d'clegraph Hill alone collccted--^^ 
how much did you say . . Ail around the table they wer® 
discussing the recent disaster in Italy, where hundreds of thouS 
sands of people had been made homeless by the eruption 
Vesuvius. Angelina’s napkin slid to the fioor and Florian beim 
|pwn to pick it up. Under the tabic he was touching her instepl 
pb let his hand rest there for an endless burning moment-^ 
if this was not an accident it was the most shamelcs'^ 
^ess Angelina could imagine. A shiver ran down licr spin^ 
P^d she took^'refuge in her champagne glass. “Your napkin^ 
j^dame ” Florian said innocently as he bobbed up agairil 
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P^dr globe seemsf“to have a bad case of the 
someone was saying at the other end of the tiiplM 
than one thousand dead in the Formosa earthquajffl 
fjiyrricane in Papeete, old Vesuvius stap.ng another Poiii^ 
all of it within the space of two weeks; and heaven know^ 
:at’s coming next . . But the list of disasters remained in^ 
pletc as there were calls for Silence, silence, please! and^^ 
one of the galleries surrounding the Palm Court a melody < 
k flight on silver wings: Caruso! Caruso! Caruso! A 
isper, a shout, haifstorm of applause. 

[Caruso’s thanks to the hospitable Bay City, Caruso singing 
i San Francisco. 

It was the climax of an iinlorgcttablc night, the most spec- 
_ cular display that is always saved \or the end of the fire- 
works. It was the peak, the summit, the great apotheosis of 
||e great show before the curtains fell and it was over. ... 
||01d O’Shauglinessy was waiting with the carriage. The 
|0ght had turned warm and for a change there was not a stir 
jfi thc air. Angelina pulled out her hatpins and freed her hair 
P the high superstructure of the hat; she peeled oft her cigh-' 
feen-bufton gloves,and slipped her hand into blorian’s. ‘The 
make sheds her skin,” he said, still teasing. ”Did you ever, 
feuch a snake? It’s qiiilc a surprise. 'FheyVe warm, you know^ 
P>u don’t expect it, but they are. And so smooth — not sO' 
piooth as your arm, though.” 

^iAngclina was wonderfully di//y. ”1 think I’m a bit tipsy,’* 
Ibe reported. ‘'Are you tipsy too?” 

^ “Yes, I’m a bit tipsy myself.” 

Angelina giggled. “Never mind. Fieri, it’s my birthday. An4: 
I’m terribly happy. Are you, too, happy?” 

Florian seemed to contemplate the question and then he 
tounced that, yes, he, too, was happy. For a few minutes, 
Rowell Street and along Union Square, Angelina was marr?i^ 

ptrhim and^they were riding home together 

K'^Yes, I am happy; T had a very good letter ftom Maud t^ 
my,” he said, suddenly sobering up. Angelina knew all 



^^[:'^ained. it open and perused its content^' 

^i&ting better — another three or four weeks — remind* 

^ pul moth balls in >our fur-lined overcoat- -kiss littlejM^ 
^rom me- -quite jiiarried, uninspiring letter, Angelina mB 
thought, closing it carefully again. Oh, shucks, why didlSi 
have to bring up Maud just now? 

No light under the portc-cochcrc. “130 you want O’Shaug^ 
.nessy to wait or arc you slaying in town?” 

“Thanks, O’Shaughnessy, I won’t need you. Td like to waB^ 
a few steps.” 

The air did noi stir. Strange night. Rrealhlc.'S night. 
you have the key to ilie house. Fieri? Oh, but it’s da»*i^ in 
hall, Mousie fengot to leave the lights on ” 

“Wait, ril switch it on for you. There. Good night. Angeling 
and thanks for the evening. I must hurry, Jake Walts is waitij® 
for me, he promised to take me across the bay with his boaf^ 

“Jake Watts? Do J know him?” 

“Probably, lie owns the Tibiiron Inn and he has his ovUM 
little tug. Wc'vc become good friends.” 

“Let him wait a few' minutes, your friend. Don’t run away.^ji^ 
abruptly. Fieri, please. 1 know it's silly --but Fm always afr^^iw 
of entering a house at night. Ifs dark on the upper landir^ 
Dear me, T’m so dizzy I don't know how to get myself upstairs^tS 

The old, old dream, C’any me, lift me and carry me aipiffi 
close the doors behind us. Dimly she saw herself in the h^ffl 
mirror with Florian standing behind her as she let her chiS 
chilla stole slide to the lloor. Her shoulders blossomed whil^ 
tfrom the black dress. 

' “What arc you trying to do to me? Arson is a crime, 
;don’t you know that?” Florian said: it was a taut little 
at joking. 

, “Listen, Flori: there’s something Fve wanted to ask yom 
for a long time. But you must give me a real answer.” 

“The truth and nothing but the truth, so help me Godfi® 
^^eili^e Maria imd Joseph I shouldn’t have drunk all thj^ 
fttampagne-— ’ * 
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^ .her and shc\ the best sister there is — she’s everybody^ 
r, yes, yes, yours t(H>! liut is that all you want? A sweet 
d, big sisiL-r? \\i\\ c:in*t you be h.tMiest? You married her 
ausc you wore graielul, because she got you the violin you 

y^nted — but, God Almighty, love is something dilTercnb 

;He was taking lier bare sliouldcrs in his grip and shaking 
~§X ‘4 “And wlird do yo/< know about love?'’ iie asked. “What 
yoi^ know about Maud? Mdn (jott, Maud -that's giving 
‘cl giving and giving - that’s rich and warm and generous and 
tful and oh hell, don't let's discuss Maud, it you don’t 
"'nd. ’iron'd never understand her. r3i!i 1 want you to know it 
d to believe it: 1 love Maud." 

,'.f' *V\ll righl, then I’ll ask you something else If you love 
^aud so much, why did you kiss me — that lime in Vienna — 
^nd don't say it duln'i mean anylhingand yon don'l remember; 
||$cause I knviw you (.lo. You kissed me as if you meant it — 
jj^n minutes beloic you got engaged to my sister. Why?’' 

tell you why, hecausc you asked for it. Because you 
l^tintcd to be kissed. Because you had put me in a situation 
^here a«gciuleman can’t possibly say no to a lady.” 

sec. I‘i>r m) othvr reason. You didn’t want to kiss me? 
^pu don't want lo kis.s me now' . . . ?'’ 

51;; They were stdi standing befoie the inirtor under the dim 
light of ilie eniiance hall. With sinking eyes Angelina saw 
^lOse two in the mirror fuse into one Sliding down die arc of 
^^rainbow, landing m a wine-red reeling darkness, so hungry, 
ihe thought, so hungry, she whispered, so hungry, so hungry, 
i^d still and i ns, itiably hungry while lime stopped and only 
itheir hard, angry, furious embrace lasted, I dorian was the 
llrst to come out of u. He stepped back abruptly, almost push- 
ing her away Irom himself. “All right he said hoarsely. 

|f}^^ow you know it. You knew' it all the time, didn’t you? Are 
^u satisfictj, now?” 

knew it. Always. You don'l love Maud, it’s^me you love,; 
IWpve you and you love me and — Florian 
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■ -.- into- •■miscm^Vj „„_. 

yfe^barried, both of us, don’t let’s make a mess o 
pf^ve me. I lost my head for a moment. It shan’t ha| 
pL^ain. Sleep well, dear — forgive and forget. Good night--^ 

“Why don’t you stay in town tonight? It’s terribly tate, 
/friend Jake Watts will have left by now and there’s no mom 
ferry-* — ” 

“No, Jake promised to wait for me. I’ll run siraight down' 
to the Wharf, it'll take me only a few minutes. Good night, 
Angelina. 1 might come over next Sunday and lake you and 
little Joy to t!ie park - - ” 

No one, no one in the wiiolc world, would ever know and, 
appreciate the admirable countenance of Angelina in an im-- 
possible situation. She opened the front door for him and 
lightly brushed over t‘ic sleeve ol ins opera seal. *‘1 always 
thought it was blue,” she said. 

“Blue? What was blue? ’ 

“The coal Josepii left wah Poiiphai's wife,” she said; 
smiling. night, deal ” 


She never got it cjuile slear in her mind whether she had, 
been awake a few mincie^ [vefc/re or whether it was the initial' 
jolt that woke her up But then she never had a clear recollec- 
tion of those first minutes of the earthquake. There was thev 
noise, not like Uvautlci. lather like the vieious snarling of a, 
monstrous animal a.s big *is the world twitching its skin to rid 
itself of the human vermin. Tlie bed was dancing over a? 
nauseating emptiness, the room, Ihe howse, the city, perhaps 
the entire earth. Vicious- a vicious, mean, interminable attack,' 
directed against Iter, Angelina Hopper nee Ballard, personally. 
‘^11 her perfume bottles and little jars crashed from the dresser, 
her jewel ease followed, split open, spilled star sapphires; then 
Jjhe mirror flung itself, cracking, splintering to the heaving' 
ftdor. The drej^cr skipped towitrds her bed, the bed with her‘ 
m: it capered away from the wall towards the dresser in a 


^ piede of plaster 

stinging into her face. Her eyes were smarting isvijtftf^ 
Ipl'coarse dust, her teeth bit on gritty lumps of plaster; av$ 
mil the groNiid u.is rolling, shaking, capriciously dancing? 
TOTieath her, ilie nionsiroiis earilkiuake dog^vsas still snarling; 
Ipfere was no end to it, there would never be an end. Angelina 
completely paralysed, and even if the thought of 'escape 
Had occurred lo Iier, she would Iiavc been incapable of moving. 
S?5^t these still legs and arms ol h.ers were iliing in (Uic direction 
iphd another like those of a rag doll in the hands of a naughty 
Pild. 

If Aftci all this liad lasted for a ycai or tw'o, it gave a last 
lyreiiching t'visi and with a groan (d' tortvuetl limber it sub^ 
folded, abiuptly and against all ex|KX‘talit)ns she was still 
;ialive. “Dear me, an carth({iiake/' she said aloud: “and quite 
a good onc.“ This was, by God, not hei lirsl earlluiuake and 
In San Francisco it was ca'aisidercd bad form to make a fuss 
ilbout those little whims ot the native ground Now it was over, 
^ndonly now did the sounds of it penetrate her consciousness. 
|oy was miserably crying back there in the nursery, and 
l^eatrice was thumping around, calling in her Sicilian contralto. 
,to variifnis saints. I lie noise iT crashing, falling, roaring destruc- 
;tion had lun ceased with the tremor; on the contrary, it grew 
in a steady, inconecivable crescendo, grinding limber, screech- 
ing metal, shrill landslide ol broken glass. 

It was not quite daybreak yet; a sky. green as an unripe. 
I’applc, hung in fremt ot the windows, and wh.ilc Angelina still 
Stared at it, one of the two windows loosened itself, frame and' 
.all, and disaigxarcd. to land with a thin, splintering crash on. 
the roof of the porlcxochcre. 1'he numbness of her limbs gave 
a little and slie g(g up, carefully stepping across the jagged; 
debris on the Moor. Her little watch, resting in a tiny em-| 
broidcred slipper pinned lo the headboard, was undamaged: 
but it had slopped. I ive-thirtcen; what a lime to have ainr 
earthquake! Automatically her trembling lingers wound it lijg 
zigain. Little .loy was quiet by now and moment lai^|^ 

Beatrice opened the door, “Bad ” she shouted. “Isa baili 
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' breasts made her fcoarsc shirt billow, her 
cbafs looked like a much-used tent, and on her arms 
SToy wrapped in the old black shawl. I’he baby was wide-^^® 
with fright, hicciiping with excitement, sucking her thumb 
sonsolalion. 

“rm coming; you lake care of the child in tlie meantime;^ 
Angelina said with much control. "It was only an earthquake 
It’s over JKVvv.” 

For a moment she stood in the middle of the room collectrl 
ing herself. Wliat to save lirsl? Her jewellery. Her fur coats— s 
the new sealskin, and of course, the chinchitla stole and 
With one liand she lang the hell for Peggy, who did no| 
respond, with the other she tore iicr dicsses from the closed 
md tlien she diooped tverylhing as it occuned to her t<^ 
secure her jewels m tlie s:!le that stood, handsomely disguiseef 
IS a mahogain ccumnode. on tlie upper landing. She knew th^ 
jombinalion by heart but w'hcn she iiished outside, her hand^ 
filled with star sapphiics, she found that the meelianism of thef 
lock was jammed. 

Thank iicaveU';. rds ad! o\ei b_v n('‘\v, slie told herself; but it] 
was not. Idle eatth was suit Ircmhliiig or (lie (loor w'?j^s tilting; 
beneath her, making lier madly slide and stumble towards thej 
staircase, d lie dooi to the sitinig-ioom liad s]‘)riing open; in 
there Mrs. Ikiliard's [loiiiait hung iopsidetl Irom one singid 
nail and all die hyacinth glasses wcie smashed; crushedj 
Rowers covered the rug, their sweet perfume mixed with the^ 
dusty smell r>l fallen plaster. 1 he panes of the bay wfindow^ 
were genie, and while Angelina was taking adl this in with one 
glance, it grew' darker, as tlniugh an enormous shadow were 
falling across the room, logellicr with tlie scream of twisting 
timbers, a deafening crash as of an expI('>sion; then a thick 
cloud of dust rose into the air like smc'ikc. I’hc back of the 
jEmmetl’s house across their own small garden had collapsed 
and suddenly you looked into the entrails of the fuivatc life 
Sf that family as you saw on the stage into rooms lacking 
their fourth w>ill. 

The next thing Angelina discovered was herself standing on 
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3; she had obviously forgotten to put on a dr6sj$/5Sii^ 
her nightgown, the blue satin negligee v/ith the Wattes^ 
j3eat throv/n over it and, inexplicably, she had her opera 



^er hands she sul! held the sapphire necklace. Beatrice, with 
ioy on her arm, was telling her in liirhulcnt Italian to stay in 
fnnit d(H)i\ llie only safe spot. MaiL>fi}Hi iniu, don’t run 
jltound in the sticcu t'ra/y tool, caiTi yon see the house site 
Shall come dt^wn! LJrde Jov was slrelching her fat short arms 
but to her. '‘Annelina, Annehna. yon want Anneiina to carry 
you.” 

During the last lew weeks Angelina lead taken endless 
trouble to win over the lililc giiTs allectioji and i'jy now Joy 
was almost hH'> attached lo her. 1 he ^mall Inch voice slopped 
her and she imneJ to take the child I’lvan Beatrice’s anns. 
Undecided, hcsii;iiing little liuvldlcs oj people were standing 
in front of every house, most of them dressed in odd improvis- 
ations, and with sHinned smiles on their ash.en faces. Angelina, 
too, wys smiling. ‘‘Ciood morning. Mrs. Hopper,” someone 
said. ‘Xoiulest alarm clock 1 ever heaid, wasn't it.^” 

‘'’oood null nine, good nic>rniiig, Mr. Ciaiiaehcr. Yes, quite 
a bit ol a shake.” slic replied in tlie vci v- ht:st San iTancisco 
tradition. Mr (iallaglier, d^eir noghNniv, w(-n.: striped 
pyjama pants combined watli last nighks tail c-eat “Maybe 
uow w/c'll linaliv get the street repairs lor whiLh we have peti- 
tioned these last eight numths,” he said, rather pleased. The 
pavement was broken into a wavy pattern, a wade crack ran 
across it a few yards fanher down, and ai the corner the rails 
of the cable ear were loin lo(>se, a twisted skein of flimsy 
yarn. “Lxt’s see if the sliakc made the morning papers,” some 
wit remarked, unfolding a smudged sheet he had pulled from- 
the rubble. Indeed, the morning papers had been delivered^ 
just before the tremor. It seemed to make everybody 
better, and some of the people were turning vack into theJjS 
houses to begin clearing out tltc debris. Tiicre were calls' 
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^iDa»s aitcts^ants an vcac&s sounded sitan^ly; tb:^-4i>d 
^.Wferless against tJie distant roar that rose from the-disl^ta 
iiS^th of Market Street : a constant great organ sound as of'-ff 
^aterfall or a loudly booming surf. Now a lew young me’ijt 
^cainc running around the corner of Taylor Street with a bil^ 
^report about tlic, partly collapsed Emmett home. No 
)c.ilicd or missing; the younger Emmett boy had a broken 
or soniethiiig. They wcic carrying him past on a door that had; 
come l(M)sc and served v, cl! enoiigh as an imniXAised stretcher, 
“Take him in liere, o.ur ht)U‘c is okay/' Mr. Gallagher ollered’ 
hospitably. ‘Til telephone ai once for the doctor— if the 
telephone is run oui of <Mde!\ t!*-.;l is.'" 

Next there ai)pcarcti '\i{h a high dattenng of lau^fs a large, 
mad phantom hoise, crazily sijcakiiig down from Jones Street, 
slithering on Ins hanncsn ^ and catching himself again, until 
at the corn.er ol Mason i i; lu’ofs got srack m the cracked 
pavement and he droppcvl as though felled hy a sliot. “That 
one’il have to eo to die glue lav^loiy." one of i!ie bi)ys said 
with a grin. "'Wish (lioy h. id dehvered uw nulk instead of the' 
morning paper/' said a wianan ni a man's overeiuu. “1 bet it’^, 
all been spilled <iiid what am 1 to gj\e the ehahlren lor break-^ 
fast?" Then a policeman propped up, tiieir own jx>liceman, 
Joe Salmas, whose beat cooen-d ihe (our hlncks between 
California and Jackson 'What's new. Jotd^ How’s it look, 
downtown? r‘4uch. damage'^" 

“Biggest liltle sli::ke I c.in remembci/' Joe said placidly. 
“Seems a lew Iionses came dov, p in lire Mission district. But 
you lolks uj': iieu* aic ('/ay. d {lem N\'.e!is on Nob Hill 
wouldn’t .stand loi any tiouble in dieir part of the city, would 
they now? Weil, ma'am, \ si!gg«:st you ail gcj lunnc and get 
breakfast ready." 

It was at th.at m^nnent dial die hrst hnv.'H'diiig of the 
doming disaster readied their street, d he air, v/nicli had beqp 
grey and thick with the stnrcJ-iip diisi of t'nc daborate plaster 
facades siiakcii olf limisy wi^oden houses, imderwcni a change; 
this air, still giowing denser and darker, carried ’something 
gew to them;ythcy snilfed at it, it entered their nostrils and 
iheir throats: the bitter odour of smoke and (ire. The sky 
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I; *yer ,the 

(^Vt?^S9n' cairhti" up, red like the segment oi a huge split 
ii^'granate. Siuidcnly a wild scream of a hundred voices*' 
i'distant like a hack-stage cry in a tlicatrc, pierced the haze/ 
bd a moment laiei a sciMitii giii. >oi.ng. mad-eyed, crazed 
|th fear, was racing dcuvii from Nob Hill, ^jliricking: ‘"Christ? 

[highly- -the city's on lire- wc’rc lost- -weVe all lost — San. 
lifancisco is binrtiitu- and. shrieking, she disappeared 
S^wn the steef) lull of Calironna vStreet. On Angelina’s little 
yatch, which she discc'vcrcd pinned \o her negligee*, it was 
JVe thirty- t\V(e 

^’«Thal 'Aas how'diosc tinve (la.ys staru\l iikc stanc of those 
ijiitiless dteains \vliic!i bci’-n cjuite ordinmily , c<i]m at first and 
'4eceptivcly liarinlcss, yet shuvly, slowly, irvexorably, they 
^>tighten and sv,l11 and bee(Hiie a gliastly t ha ^e through un- 
pcnowii dimensions into a mglUmarc o;' tears vind horrors and 
lldnal annihilation. 

V Little Joy laid began to cry again, with hev tierce, inarticu- 
late instinct of a small Irightcued annual. “Be quiet, honey, 
a good little girl, we're going to U\ \on some lireakfast,” 
ngeliiia told her, kissing the Kip oi the damn liulc head. 
‘Be (]niei, lOi < ^od'', .sJ.e''" ''!*e ‘’aet " ir“r oe s'iv as the 
Ichild Clutched hei l)rcast “lake h.er otf niv liands. Beatrice, 
Ishe’s loo heax'V l(’r me, my arms aie gv'iling niimb. And tell 
Ipeggy to sweep up (he midnsh m ilie hall! ' A slow anger 
began to luni in Angelina a^ slie .smsrveJ dee mess and 
muddle inside die iun.^e. “Let me talk to 1 e\. (Jag; today he 
must help \Mlh ilie (.leaning, he's the only nnm in tlie housed^ 
The only man in the hoiiw, iikh ed. 1 heav sh.e was, left all 
by herself, saddled \sidi a house dial might come crashing 
dowm on them any nrvimept, and a eliild to take care ol in the 
midst of an earliiquake. And wliile "lie was going through hell, 
Hopper was probably liaving himself a splendid time witlt 
The Chaps at Iwihana; 1 ather, oQ to die ranch, getting hiS 
shady bit of fun widi that Gome/ woman; and Maud liaving 
brcaklasi in bed and a pleasant morning, thank you. But whal 
rabout rioiian? After all, .Kw was ik) 1 lier baby, but FlorianV. 
iif^nd if he had staved in town last night instead of runnu|| 
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away^]^e,.a>la,zing f ool; -wotdd at this ^ritic^l ihojncnt be 
S^l^ete-he belonged. Well, she calmed herself, hell take^.tbe 
§tst ferry and be here soon, and then we shall sec. 

" ’ For the time being she tried to return to !ier daily rouUm 
&s if nothing had happened. Til take a warm shower, brul^ 
my hair, get dre^ssed, have breakfast, play with Joy, sh0 
thought. Indeed, in tliose early morning hours all of vSan Frah^ 
cisco sCemed driven by the same mstinci ’ to i|.morc the earth< 
quake, now tlicit it was pas‘; pretend Jtiai nothing much out^ 
of the ordinan had happened and h('pe, illogically and' 
pathetically, thal nothing much v\as going to happen if you 
only went about >um reguiar iursmess as o,n any other day. 
[n the poor quctJlcrs housewives ii! their stoves lo v:ook break- 
fast for tlieir men -with not an inkling that there were no more 
chimneys to restrain tlic Ihimes which would soon break out 
af the ramshackle 'valls and i)urn down entire streets. LunchH' 
boxes vveie packed and child* eu sent lo seiK^ols which hatf 
turned into rubble and *vd dust of bricks l>ankcrs went to 
their banks af»J neai cie;ks tlicir odices to. find only the^ 
twisted skelclons ot dyina dkv vciapcrs on Montgomery and^ 
Sansome sUceis. A hftle later die wealthy uumnuters frord' 
the Peninsula ai'K)<aii the cielii-lblO; Pam wcie stopped oi' 
.he tw'isu'd at t ie ('-utskuls, fumi where they utibcliev-'. 
ngly stared at tiie wail o| hoc I'cfwcen themseh'es and them 
:ity. ddie vaitiV', <>1 die 's^ie d^ed :5 >ireak\ i)Iaek where' 
.he coal sheds vd the O ihvav fiao famh-ied int-o Ihe harboun 

Almost against j'c'* e.xpc.'t.itntns Angelina fnmid the water 
leater in tiic batijo;tan iunclionmg. but wiide she was slowly;' 
•elaxing under the wainn Jiower the stiearn of water turned 
nto an even thinner trickle, there was some hissing, a little 
mlT of sealdmg steam, an i the diy appamiu^ rnlgliL have 
:xplodcd had not Beatrice rushec’ m and turned c*]t the gas., 
This, then, was another hist signal of a vet new ^.alamity, and 
ncreasingly. mena.cingly, the wrrst of tlicnr ik* water. 

No water, no milk, no bread delivereil, no 1 (kk 1 to be bought, 
\uthorities, going from house io house in die person of Police- 
nan Joe Saliiys, announced tlial it was strictly lorbidden to 
i^at a stove, use gas or eleetncitN, not even candlelight was 
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l; W9.ter mains^ gas nuams. tbe xmofe { 
fire/' he said tersely, hardly watching his _ ^ 
ie household was in full disintegration. Peggy had 
pjpeared like a wraith. Lee Ong, more digriified, at least an.-! 
|ui3ccd his exit; dressed in ail his coats, ong bulldly on top of 
other, a sack of Hour hung over his back, a side of bacoti 
ig across liis chest like a bandolier, and a few miraculously 
Itadamagcd bottles tied in a cluster to Ins bell, he reported 
“iVIe go 'way, missy. Ge) to my famb’Iy, vclly bad 
ihakie, no h^od, rny famb'ly veliy much hungly. Goo’by, 
toissy. goo'by, baby. Me so solly.” He liad an old sea chest 
^ed to a rope and oil he went, pulling it hui'ipily, grindingly, 
kfter him. Angelina took her opera glasses that had remained 
unbroken in titeir ease, and went up the attic stairs : no need 
to lift the trap door to the Hat part of tiie roof; tlicre was a 
yawning gap Ihrougli which Angelina swung herself up to 
survey the growing disaster. 

/ Spread out before her eyes, wliicli by and by began to smart, 
Were the burning parts of the city. Quivenng red patches here 
and there, in the Mission district. South ol Market Street. Thick 
y^ads of blackish-grey smoke were inadequately covering some 
Scarlet 'dickers like frayed, soiled cotton bandages on bloody 
i^cunds. Still, the brave slim unver of tlie berry Building stood 
erect, and (hat was a good sign, wasn't it .^ .Still, the ferryboats, 
busy little water bugs, were scuttling aertess the bay; still and 
WJ, if things got worse, one could take the 1 ibiiron Ferry and 
somehow get acioss to Belvedere. Beatrice was begging and 
wheedling: ‘AVhy we don't go 'waiy while is time, Angelina? 
Go to Grandmama Ballard villa, isa much more better. Mr. 
Ambros, he dere. Miss Mousic, she dcre; wc waila here too 
long, we geta roasted like niartoa, isa crazy, Bambina mia!” 
. “If you're afraid, von may vo. I'm not hoidina vou. Va Via! 
Do you hear rue? Va Via! I don’t need you!” Angelina! 
shouted angrily. 

But Beatrice only laiiglicd her deep-throated laughter. “Sur& 
feu nceda Beatrice, Stupidina,” she said, patting Angelina*|t 
lead as if she were still in her swaddling clotheL 
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outltt tfife old Ballard home. "This was where ^ishfev^j^ 
the only place where she felt comparatively 
^as where Father would expect to find her when he a]ft||ft 
from Stockton, as he certainly would by the first train as 
'as the bad news fcaclicd the ranch. And if not Father, th€ffi 
most certainly ldori<in. And if, for some unfathomable reaso® 
Florian slionid not come s(xm, then at least good, reliabl^ 
old 0'Shaughnes.sy. (But by that time, sliortly before noonii 
O’Shaughnessy had already been badly wounded while doing 
rescue work and was on his way to the Mechanic’s Pavilion, 
whose fairgrounds iiad bccji turned into ;; lirsl-aid station,' 
which in turn was soon to become a ilaming morgue.) Whp 
did come lo look after Angelina, liowcvcr, was young O’Shaughy 
nessy, wearing the badge of ll^c quickly organized Citizen’s' 
Guard, and oo/ing importance and a pccuiiaaiy Irish brand of 
optimism. “Just wanted to see how' llie little lady v/as doing,* 
and I figured maybe yon would be olTering me a wee bit of, 
refreshment, rm so parclicd 1 leel thistles giowing in my] 
gullet. First <. ider the Viaytjr gave: cdijse all saloons and, 
taverns, but g<x)d and tight. Make San ihaneisco truly a dryj; 
city, doc.sirt it? nocsn’l prevent the e.iy revellers inmi having' 
themselves a line lime, thcuigl'!, at the St Francis, it’s all on the? 
house today and they migin as well he generous and rcperit^ 
their sins. Who knows it sirrgle stone \\il! be left by tomor*-?: 
row! Worse luck ilrai the (ire chief was tme of the first to be"; 
knocked (uu and down. Caught a ton of steel or bricks ofi' 
his head - t ha* V say he’s in a (\iu way, the poor lad. Without] 
him the Fire Department are scutding about like a centipede;: 
with its head cut ofi. But we’H stop lire lire, don’t you be] 
worrying, Annie wc’vc got it ail beaiUiiully (n’eani/ed and., 
under control at Cdly H ill. We/il *xive to be dynamiting some] 
fine buildings, it’s a crying shame, but that’s the only thing) 
to be done as lung as tiierc isn’t enough w^atcr in this town 
to drown a gnat in. C all Building’s cuung down just now. 
Well, the Golden Gate is still lliere, liiat’> the uiain thing, 
Now, how ab(uit a little refreshment for an old friend of 
J^purs?” 


153 



^_„p^e this to quench his thirst, and not with water eithtij 
Vent into the dining-room to look for some potables, 
the crystal decanters had dropped from the sideboard^ 
ling red and w Ihle wine on the floor, but ^shc found two un-' 
' maged hoUles <.n I'aihcr’s tantalus. 

don’t undersiand any tiling about diinks, but perhaps 
' se will d()7 1 be ehiss is chipped, thongli.” 

'Great! Ahnost llie malvuigs of a Sa/arac. Well-- here’s to 
, Annie, niy sweethearL and to all vve love. WeVe all in the 
'me b<K)U but tins still San I rancisc’o' von can knock us 

‘A/’ 

put but y(ui can’t ke-vi'i ns dtnvn!’' 

i;’ “What do you advise me to do, Jolmny? Remain in the 
|touse? Or lake (lie ferry and hole np in Cirandma Ballard’s 
^hack for tlie time heing"" 

|y “Take the feriy; Von don't know ycifre saying, my 

|ass. You Slay jnit. h\ all means. Yon })a\v‘ no idea what’s 
jgoing on ai (he 1 eiry kUiildmg: cweiv sniek Jap ;nui Mex 
^nd Mongol piisliing and shoving, it'*' a giucsonte free-for-all, 
jthe wdiole scum <d‘ the town is down there ks klng each other 
the jelly. It’s a pla('e for mad dog^. not for a sweet little 
\f likvL' my Annje But don’t y(Hi wcniy, yonhe well off where 
;cu are, and if things should be taking a tinn for the w'orse I’ll 
|;pme myscit and te.ke can.' o\ you. But nnw 1 must be running 

P '^long-'-say , Annie, doit’r yaai think 1 dcser\e a teeny-weeny 
ttJe kiss, just for govjd luck? No” Okay, wliatever you say, 
JJ^eethearl. So long 

$' Angelina went back to the roof: everywhere on llie house- 
jtops stood moticmiess ilark groups of people, silent, watchful. 

now Chiricilown at. the foot of the hill was a sea of (lames, 
^nd actually ( diinait)Vvn v.:is not so very far away. But. thank 
heavens, 1 clegrapli Hill clung unscathed to its perpcndiculai 
cliffs, and tlic haw die islands behind the ha/e, and far-of] 
;jContra C’osia appeared incredibly peacelul, and, in an emer- 
gency, cas}^ enougli to reach, d'here were small tremors froil 
^mc t(^ time, the sleeping earthquake dog llicking a fly off its 
Skin— but they seemed insignificant and passed unheede^ 
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was the bad thin<:, the fire chewing huec chunks 
life' city’s writhing body, now' here, now there, one burmqjlL 
^rca after the other spilling over like a red, la-i. sicamineg 
liquid, spreading ijiitil it merged witli the ne\i. as if I'ollowit® 
k viciously mapped-out yet arbitrary plan of dcstriictiot^ 
There was that perpeluai roai arid crackle and groan and hisll 
of the holocaust, a noise so sleaaiy il had iiceonic almosti 
Inaudible. A sUange silence, iorn limc and again by the erasllf^ 
of an explosion, a sudden slniek, a. lliousand -xoiced outcry of; 
people roanderiiu: somewitcre Ifie sea of {!,ames. 

At lln’ce vi'elo. lv in ih.c adeinoon die v\ir:d v-hanged and the^ 
lire was (ii'iven north. Over each boom and bkisl there rose" 


another wliile parasoi o\ dust, ojsenirat up agaiiist the smokot‘ 
blackened skv. N‘‘v.’ visias .e|Mat,e^l the dsnaf'uled buildings;- 
wide axenues of oun, ;dl of u dominat'd by the ha!f-dcstroyed| 
dome of Oitv Mall. 1 he lawn's Ittce had changed so muctij 
within t!i('/se Iasi lew l.‘^’ar> dial one might easily lose one’^; 
way tunc^iig Nticcis that v^erc no- longer lliere. Angelina* 
watched the ii.ivancjng iK'‘l-'‘c inst tlnanigh hei graceful litlte, 
molhcr-of-pcarl (gx-iM gki'.scs: il seemed no»l tjuile po.ssibte« 
that only hist night slic ha*! througli these same* glavSsdk^ 
watched a isrddiani ('per: performance /Ngain and again sh^ 
had lo lub the smaitine icaf' irmn I’er eves; agean amd agaiflf 
she gropee’ lier w.iv d- -e. ■'•siedis lo seaich. kitchen and batlx- 
room in ve.in fe.r o tiickls c>! water. Ih'r eyes burning, lips 
parched by tlic fun^'i e he. it ttim lo-sc lr<Mn burning ChinaV 
town, skin crack mg, e.ir'- deafened, with all clear thought^ 
blotted out. she was waUina. for Tlorian to come tiiid sav6' 
her and his chdd rail I'inuaii didn't oav'ic If Jolmny eould,'< 
why ccaildn't IdonanV IhU the!i, loimnv wa.s a read man ancf 
Florian v/as only a mnsicTan. weak, vague, thoughtless, im- 
reliable, incomprehensible, obdia.rate: not a man but only the? 
detestable, ever-chiding shadow ol o-ne. Me»cy, how she hated 
him, and. Ail you Angels. Innv slie wished he here, and^' 
Great Lord, don’t let anything have happened to him! But, 
toh Florian ^ou could never be ‘;r.rc; maybe he was at this 
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[I fiddle than for his own child. But on the other hand^J 
jbe he was over there, waiting for her as desperately a$' 
was waiting for him here, and neither of them could get 
Heross the bay'/ W hat a death trap ol .) eil>,, this vlorious San 
Ptanciscoi Was liierc another town in tl’*c world where you 
^puld not get in oi out without navigating across miles and 
feiles of waur? No wonder all San biaiiciscaris had a streak 
madness iu tliem. . . . 

Joy \va> ctying incessantly, ‘You arc hot, you are 
rairsty, your e>cv jiiiit, ' and noi a diop walci left in the 
flap, no miik in the houj-e, Hven the lilile rountain in the 
[conservatorv was cracked and empty, noLhing but a bit of 
‘green scum wnh four slithering, gasping, dyipi^ goldlish in it. 
^Angelina, standing up to her ankles in s[)l[nlcrcd window 
jglass, pressed Iier hatuls to lier cars, not io hear the baby's 
whimpering, "loo b:ul I cnji't oiler her a Sa/.arac too, she 
drought atid began to laugh and stopped lieivlf and pushed 
,^er own laughter down in{<^ her own thnaat ‘‘No hysterics 
now, if you please," she said aUaid, ‘\)r we're all going 
^razy.” 


y And Mien an iniprolnd>[c ‘'ouiul struck :it Itcr numb ears: 
the hall leicpiioj^c was ringing 

The very normalcy ol tlic lamihar smill imkie made it 
'Appear uni cal. In the morning y\ngciina had tried again and 
$gain to pul some calls through - to 1 aiiicr, the Tiburon 
Inn, which iuibiljally look messages lor llic. villa, to various 
friends in [own, bat tlic leieplionc liad been completely dead. 
Now it was linging. She stumbled across the gnashing 
splinters, acro.^s the rub'oish Bealtice had swept together in the 
hallway. “Mr. Charles Ballard’s icsidcnce," she said breath- 
lessly. All through the pandemonium (d' these da vs such idiotic 
eggshell bits ol conventions kept .sticking to her well-bred 
back. 

“Hello--- this is Mousie speaking. What’s the matter? Why 
didn’t you people come back willi Jake Watt^? He says h| 
^couldn’t wail any longer, or his boat w/ould have sunk, it gc^ 
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waiifs W filfe to 

Flori? Whnt in the world ” Angelina tried lo slea^ 

'fer voice and clear her r/iw, burning throat. ‘"From where 
^ou speaking? 1 ibiiron Inn? Isn’t Fieri with you? No — ric» 
:hc isn’t here eillur - no, he never showed up. I —Mousie^ 
what lime did lie leave l>clvedeie?” 

“Went like a blue streak down lo the ha.rbour when ihc firsi 
tremor wars iKirdly over I ean’l understanci ■ ’ 

“Neither can 1. You doirt think - s-aineihing happened — - 
Mousie — 

Silence in the teiephone. 

“Let’s hope not l.et's pray and {a>pe l.hat nothing happened. 
Listen, Angelina, \ou nuisr !('>ok \'ov him at once — make in- 
quiries Where‘S Damn you. wmnan, everywhere — at the 

Bohemian (Ink) that's " hv’ic he has his triends -or-— some 
hospital- what do \ know'-- there must some casualty 

lists Whab’ .fake to dnve out U; the Mechanics’ 

Pavilion, there’s a hr>t-:iid slatis-n- - - Angelina? Arc you 
still there? Why don't yon 'Wiv a^nthing?” 

Angelina shrugged, fu‘!ple‘'S before Mousie’s ignorance. 
“You dor.’t know what \vva*re (alkin.g ahvan. yon eanh hnngine 
how it looks in town Dii'V n>nt to tiic Pavilion? Oh, my God^ 
Mousie, it’s hnniing, no o.po !.nov\,s lio^v many thonsand 
people Wi.'rc tia'iped lliere V/!i\ don't } e.n rorne over and 
search \'o\ \ ourself? 1 van i - I liaw to stay with little 

Joy. T promised Viand 

“And 1 lu'onnsej Morian to, ’vatch his virdin, 1 vouched with 
my hfe for her saLty besides, no (me i peiriiithni lo enter 
San Francisco a n\ more- 

Another tremor, anoiiiei e\oh,sion, luw.cr firm llie ones 
"before. 'Fhe receiver dn^pped bom Angelina’s iiand, swinging, 
bumping rhythmically agairrn the wall, with Monsicks voice 
Still sputtering, croaking, CiHighing in it, and then (he tcle- 
j>hone went deatl. Angelina Un^k a few steps and looked 
ground in a da/e. Tlie entrance liall w^as dark and v^t not quite 
lllark. A restless orange gleam was sweeping through the house 
y^iat had been home but was Iiomc no longer; it brushed over 
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fini mcjved frdm its place, iii gfiasf 


hat now? she ihoiiuht. What now? She woiU to the frant^ 
oor which the carllujuakc had jarred on its hinees so that W‘] 
not lock any longer, and gasping fur air, she stepped oiit^ 
and numbly looked up and down tlic street. But thet^- 
s only the same bitter sultoealing heated smoke and pcoplc’ii 
tending in uneasy groups in from of their luuiscs, not speak- ? 
g, not doing anything, just watching, waiting. 

With the fall of night the v\ind had l)ecome stronger, it 
hirled rags of urc high into llie air. can led them olT, played/ 
p^ith them, dropped liicni here and there, like discarded toys 
|of hell. Wlicrcvcr tliev fell, new crops llames sprang up, 
Sprouting from gables a.nd roofs, foun all the liuTcled, crenel-' 
^aicd, piliaied, and carved gingerbread splendour of San 
^Francisco, d'he narrow alleys became hori/ontai Hues, feeding* 
^licw oxygen tvi the tlamcs, and in stieet <ifter strci.M people 
^adc themselves leady to jlee with their best [)ossessioris — 
^but not betcuv the tire was reaching out for their block. Only 
Jthen would they grab tl)c baby and the canary bird, thei 
Oriental rug and the sewing maclune, the Bible and the last,-, 
two bottles of bouibon, and join the trudging mass of fiigi-; 
;iivc:i. ... 

Angelina stepped back uU(' tiic lionse and mechanically 
tried to close the door that would n<n clow. We can’t stay 
:herc tonight, she thought, it’s not safe, there will be drunks, 
Criminals, I(H)icrs. marauders, rapists: hut no, s!ie thought 
.^gain, we must remain in this house, 'i’his is where Florian will 
look for us if lie is alive. Fven if he should be iniiircd, this 
•where he will come. Mf. If he is alive. 

Tf he is not alive, then yes, Angelina, what then? Then I 
•don’t want live cither, she suddenly knew. It was a revela^ 
'"tion, a sharp blinding lightning deep into her. I didn’t know 
Tt, she thought, 1 didn't know he meant so much to me, and 
the tears began to sting and burn in her swollen eyes and 
tun bitingly down the parched skin of her fac^^, down to h^ 
f^racked lips where slic licked them up. Salt. Everything '6M 



i^^^ajdaile piC a W emptiness. The walls 

2eVblve and the floor lilted up towards hfcr and slie beg&^® 
®ttiUe. That’s all the wat^r that’s left, she thought: tears, 
then her knees gave and everything was blotted out. 

. ’She did not kiK^w how brief or long the merciful interinjl^ 
her first genuine faint had been when Beatrice's hand, shakiriM 
her shoulder, woke her up. “Drink, Bambina,” slie said anc^ 
a glass was lield to her iijrs. 

‘‘Wine?” slie asked, astonished. She felt better, her mindl 
less fu7/y. “Where did you get it 

“T found a demiiohn in Lee Chig's looni; a-nd tiuee oranges;^ 
the sneaking thief, ' BealriLe ^aid. ‘it's cheap wine, only fofi 
cooking. 1 gave little Gjoia o/ange juice, i regret that I had: 
to w^ake you up, you wore ^(eepinj like a But, Piecolin^^'s 

inia- now die luaise iias eaugra fue," sl^e saaJ gently; she saicl; 
it in Italian — and tor man; da>s to eoi'vj slu' seemed to havd^^ 
forgotten every single w(>id of rnglisli siie ever knew. 

“V/hat's iliat? ('aiioht tne'^ Don't He era/\ - • Where? 

What ” ' 

“The roof,'” fk^alrice said, jiomting upwards. “It started ig 
the tin ret We must get out at once Hul don't lose your head'^. 
There is still time enough I put gour things togethcr^ni you^jj 
travel bag upstairs. You tarry {be bag, \ carry tlie baby; sh^s 
IS too heavy for }/ou, Povv;riua.’' 

“Why didn’t Jtduinv come to warn us Me promised to tak^ 
care of me, the drunken sot," Angelina cried, getting wholef 
somcly furiotis. With danger crackling and hissing overhead- 
and a red glare pulsating in t!ie shattered transom light of th0’,' 
front door, she rallied at great speed. Site was upstairs and? 
never knew' how she g.oi tlieie. Vet she wasted a few prccioust 
moments ins]x*ctiiig the eonlents f the bag. Her jewel bdx,l 
jher chinchilla stole, the gcxxl green street dress, a change of; 
linen, an extra pair of shoes. And wiiat iibcnu my chinchilla^^ 
muff? What about my new’ evening gown? What about the: 
gealskin coat? Where is my reticule - my ptirse — nny money?? 
She tried to stuff the precious muff into the bag but had to^ 
pve up. ril ffavc to carry it. She pinned on a hat because 
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^the first, slipped on her sealskin 'coat, slid the muff hi_ 

^ on her orni, :iiid lifted the bag. Wnen she opened the dop^ 
Si'inurdcrous hiack pillow was pressed against her face, wanted 
^okill her. 'i he I. Hiding was filled with smoke; no ilames. Only 
smoke and the heat, the staircase a roaring furnace. 

tigelina was dying then and lliere. “Beatrice ” she 

^reamed. “Help me, Beatrice 

‘‘Down the back stairs— to the basement — quick/’ came 
eatrice’s voice from the hall 


Angelina backed into her room, coughing, choking; she tore 
pie small rng from the iloor. It was sickeningly. sweetly, 
j$paked through with perfume from ail tiic broken bottles. It 
was an old iKioked nig ol Grandma Ballard's making and as 
Angelina wrapped herself into it she felt a lleeting regret that 
it was too late to salvag,e tfie larger and more expensive Bok- 
hara from the front parlour instead She pulleii it close over 
her face — if only my lunr doesn't catch iire -it was like being 
inside a small lent, hot, sullocaling, through the bathroom, 
down the corridor, the service staiis, down, still dov/n, sliding, 
slipping, tumbling down into the basement, like a bundle of 
di'ty laundry down a duite : and th.en*. in the darkness was 
Beatrice, panting, init big and sate as a oKk. 

“Here— -liold lidie Joy for me, Bainbina: i must try some- 
thing — 

“Is she ail rigiit, Beatrice?" 

“Perfect. 1 t(n)k iivr down in tlic dumbwaiter, no smoke. 
Beatrice is cieveix no?" 

Joy W'as behavin': beautifully, almost as thongfi she under- 
stood the danger: she nestled up to Angelina, who held her 
on her lap, gulping the air that was not quite so hot down' 
here, easier to breathe. “Hand me my shawl," Beatrice said, 
from the total darkness farther back. 

“Annelina, I want to take a nap," Joy said reasonably; 

^m tired." Tn the crisis of the last minutes shc^ had suddenly 
Ijiscovcrcd who she was. She was little Joy. She was hersej^ 
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Npt ^i5iX;|ongjr.^as she art impe'rspnalfYbw'^^iaa^^ 

'had'" become an “I” like those huge creat&^ ^l^p: 
^ahietimes lifted her up to ihcir own height, who had4a^^ ' 
l^es. noses, funny ears just like she had iind who w'ashed £ 
her and played with her and lucked lier into bcvl ‘'I,” s{3 
said, “1 want to asleep. ” Halhed, Angelina stroked the littl 
girl’s checks, put lier dry lips into the soft baby hair. '‘’Bunh^ 
is tired, give Bunny a kiss,” said Joy, piisliing the fuzzy toy| 
into Angcl[na\s lace. 

“I’m tired too, honey, \ery tired. But now we’re going tP 
your daddy and sleep and sleep and sleep.” Siic heard 
Beatrice thump al)oul. nuitteiing, aaul there came a pleasant 
sound from the darknes,,, splashing, gurghng. ‘'What on earth 
arc yoti doing, Bea?” 

/;(7/e' \Vc can ga. (uit tla\)ngh the garden.” 

Beatrice lau! soaked lua siiaw’ in Lee Oiig’s st(den wine anc^ 
was pouring tlu" rest ol the Jemiioiin over Angelina’s rug.; 
She lifted tiie chik! In an Angelina's ]a{> and wra[)ped it care^ 
Fully in the moist sha\Nl The ome was tepid, its sour smell' 
a refreshing ch.ange (roni die day-long biitcM'ness of smoke and 
fire. ‘‘/I vu//.'/'” commanded Bealiicc, thumping tip the steps' 
to the back tlooi. “1 go ah‘‘ad. lake lilUc Gioia undeiij 
your rug and stay close bcliind me We must keep her ftetweeh 
us. Be not afiaid. It is eas\. We wni get throLU-du” She pul the* 
silent, tight iitlie bmiJK- in Angelina’^' .ums and in a last' 
moment of hesitation Angelina heard her pump herself full of 
air, like a hiael. smith’s hollow;., and open the ga.rden door, 

These vs ere tlie woru seconds oj ;i]l. Out of the cool dark, 
shelter int(^ tfic red-hot pack of snapping, yapping doglike. 
Barnes on ihc gronruL through a nurry of brigdU sparks and 
rain of searing blaek (lakes and ashes and flying seisips of fire'; 
and glowing pieces of timber vvh ..h, dropping left and right 
A^ith a softly decaying sound, started new liiekeiing beds of! 
small blue flames wliercxcr they fell. Bcalncc went ahead, het' 
skirts throw'll over her head, shielding Angelina and the child 
ivith her broad back. Her lieavy legs stomped sceukely, evenly* 
l^ross the blanket of fire. “L/e//o- v’/Vazo - eomc on, come otl,^ 
^mbina niii -va beue, va bcnc ” she sang out, and 
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sne had followed B^trice through afl thev| 
rooms and st/angc places and even into the 
^Ves of a wind-bcalcn shore. . . . ' 

f^^Eccolor said Beatrice and stopped. “Here we are. Now^' 
we a;'c safe.” But for the smoke pressing u^o from Chinatown' 
j^'might still have been daylight. Here and there a house on 
(pay Street had caugiit lire and a police cordon was turning 
i(he people's exodus towards Hill. Cp there, white and 
frozen against the churning black clouds, an assembly of 
heautiful ghosts, llic marble statues of the Huntington Collec- 
^on stood in indilTercutly expectant poses on die sidewalk. 
By now the conllagration was icaching out for the ginger- 
bread citadels of the royal dynasties of San Ih'ancisco, the 
Crockers, the I loods, llic Stanfords, the Huntingtons. Nob 
Hill was escaping in automobiles, carnages, surreys, in old 
cabs, on bicycles and on foot, pressing on loward>. Van Ness 
Avenue and the safe /ones beyond. Some of the wealthy fugi- 
tives were hxideJ dovMi like camels in tiicir eiuals at saving 
their oriental rugs, tiieir piancjs, thei?- L|ucslionablc objets 
d’ar-t, high-b/os(Mncd bron/es, silk hangings, lamily portraits 
[jy the hands ol over[>aid third-rate ()anriers; all liic dubious 
possessions ilvrd cjmiered up their houses and ifieir lives. 

Beatrice had taken litile Joy in her arras ont:e more and was 
stoutly going iigainsl the current, with Angelina close behind 
'he shield of her broad body. "‘Where are we going, Beatrice?” 

“Telegraph Hill, lo my relatives." 

“Let's try to get to the ferry You take Joy lo the villa. I’ll 
Jtay in the citv. 1 must find Mr. Anibros." 

“GoihI. If not the ferry, 1 ha\e a cousin, lie owns a small 
30at, he Joes not iif.-e me, hul he hues m(.ney. Do we have 
noncy, Piccolina?” 

In the poor quarters the lleeing people ti'io carried all their 
^longings w/ith them. C'hcsls and collcrs, pulled by lopes over. 
:he brokcn-iip, iiripawxl lanes, were grinding ajid groaning. 
Shabby finsniture, lumpy mattresses, pots anti [xms; on wheels 
parrows, handce.tls, in baby carriages, on the backs of thih' 
l^oung boys and crooked old ladies. Salvagi;ed ncasures; th# 
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^^Telegraph Hill, a man ^^ilh a smokc-blackencd ma^k for,.-^ 
face was thumping our '‘Santa Lucia,” a lew others began 
ringing. An old wpman beating her chest, shrieking, shriekirf^ 
louder than all the explosions. A goat, dead at the waysidelj 
A neat little man with a bowler hat and spectacles carrying 
a pregnant young woman piggyback. Drunken civilians, drum 
ken soldiers, drunken wenches. A dazed little boy with a limp 
dead rabbit in his arms; tears had etched a pale pattern into 
his smudged lace. AiKnlicr nickelodeon, fresh, brash; a scrap 
of brassy sin rescued froni a bawdy house, together wdth five 
dishevelled, biiKom, I'nghtencd, but gallantly nupiident girls, 
A cal lugging m her mouth her kittens, one alter the other^^ 
across ilte siiCv't- and llie pe^ople stop to let her pass, they 
smile, they call: “Pussy vat, here, pussy cat, here!” And 
always, everywhere, like a permanent backdiop on a fantastic 
stage, the lire, t!ie llames, the smoke, the noise of doom. 

They wcie slopped Uy aiiodiei police ce-r i<aL “1 urn back! 
No one can get through lie;c. '('here are no more ferryh^^atSi 
Get going or youdl l^c blasted tv) kingdom c(ane f 'l{)sed areai 
Turn around. \k) die paik, to the Presiviro. C»cneral l^anston’s 
orders: tents and camping eoiund will be p!o\!dcd for every-^ 
body.” 

d he cr, j,\d v ds ininij.g ivMind and IruJiung l)vick the way 
it had ccmio, obcvii'eniiy, almost ho{)efuiiy, gl:a;i to receive a 
commano .md a direehon. Mv'ist oi inem v. e;e U' ) tned, too 
da/cd. to :ici on tiicir own. vSomevvheie in :r(uu diey were 
singing" again. 

Angelina w:is swept aimig in tire stiv«,voi:i- l-ar.-dniiy, in it, 
but not cjinte (d’ it. It Ivcame m 'ic and me^ie o! a nigditmare 
that siie, zV'igclina Pallrird, .Mrs. Ck'ydc Hopper, wiro only last 
night havl been ihc best-dressed: lady at ti:c opera, was now a, 
miscrat)le fugitive amidst odicr mis''r;dv»fe iu; Uivv- she, who 
had danced tlircc waltzes wuh an arcliduke. Shc.wus aching 
from head to toe, her eyes sw(')i!cn, her feet blistered, her arms 
jeeady to fa 1^ from their sockets witli the w eight of the bag 
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a melodiori carried from a trattoria and 
me next corner. Music, ves, even now %herc was music ira 







believe me, if sSfe had 

finger she could have married an archduke; If 
sbftfy seen her Ihe dav she rescued her sisfbr's baby durinjgf^^ 
J^ire — ril never forget Jiow she stood on our threslidld|l^?^ 
small and lovely, like an angel; she had wrapped the babj^M 
a shawl which ^i^le haci scniked in wine, clever, wasn’t Im 
T heir house on Clay Street burned down over her head aiig 
she carried that baby straiglu through a ^liect of Ikirnes, and^ 
imagine, sb.c liadn'l ewn hngolteji lo take the baby’s favourite 
toy alon'^, son r-\ a bunuv one e)'e ine.sing. ‘I Jcllo, Annie 
— what in ihe wotiJ ' i s.iid and dlello, Mrs. Frankel/ 
she saal e\ci < i genllv vodi tiiat i-n;j:sh ;:eu'nl she brought 
from Hawaii. -JCaaii), I’m Irigluridh sorry to impose upo^ 

you ' and witli llial sl'.e dropped to tlte (loor as if dcadi 

A w(^n- 'cr iiii wcurum! [ pm !ici in mv (\d wi'h the baby and 
the bunn\', ! dio'n't mind a bit slecjding (ni t®'e Iloor with the 
others, y(>ii know \ve Iiad taken in jii'iy-fo’ir people that nighty 
it sure was a. iiol> mess, we lia.d them jir. ked like sardin^ 
upstairs and tlo\vnsl;nrs and v\ e tore dovMi every curtain and 
drapery and pordere and used liicm lor biankels; 1 remembet, 
my Coby {dedged a lii<''.usand dt'illars to the svnagoguc c5<fi (jf 
gratitude ifiat our lioiise hadn’t been {ianiagcd. Well- and this 
next day tlicv came and nynmniied it - pull! — and tile 

Frankels had to move into a tent at lie.; Nortli Bay k 

Thus Mr:,. laanke). Inns the legend was born. 


The second morning oi tlie disaster rose thiough smoke aadi 
stench, the lire was steadily advancing, and if it could not bc 
brought to a siandslill al Van Ness A'/cniic, all oi San Fran- 
cisco was doomed. 1 lie churches were crowded and the men 
of God preached what they had preached all along: that the 
Lord was punishing the wicked place as he had punished 
Sodom and Gomorrah and that ncUhing would be left of San 
Francisco but a sulphurous desert. People went cm? to hunt for 
^ood, stand m one of the swiftly forming bread lines, scan the 
i|nst extra papers still wet from the Oakland prir.tshops and 
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tfve the^ valiant though inisinfbrmed ahd 
‘^Icejports. Street ^fier street was blasted as officers of 
imiting crews went from house !':> house and politely re^. 
sited the owners to clear out. Another exodus, another^' 
two hundred llioiisand, three hundred thousand horne- 
ts San Franciscans went camping on the shores and in the' 
around their burning city. I'hey were a sturdy race, these 
3ple of San I rancisco. Guilty of gluttony, intemperance, 
liquity, and fornication during good times, hut strong and 
tJUthcarled when things went against them. '1 heir parents 
conic Iroin every corner of the earth, in the steerages of 

r ps from Fnrope, Asia, Africa, on C'hppers annind the Cape, 
covered vvagems across the plains and nioimtain passes. 
;They had come wilh nolhing but tlieir bare bands and their 
istrong baciwS, theii c!ri\e to make a life lor themselves, and 
:thC4r willingness \o Nvork the mines, the orchards, the fields. 
Adventurers, hgjilcrs, gambleis, loose women, \et they had 
toiacle a beaudtui ci(y grow from the sandy, wind-swept dunes; 

luxurious, brilliant city, homes, mansions, skyscrapers, 
‘l^|iufc/'hcs: parks and museums and monuments and fountains; 

had bnmgjil ihc straight streets and scinares fiiun their 
^plains a^id Hung ll;cm looiliaruily irp and down the crazy 
steep less of tlie lulls, these stout earl\ sePlers of San Fran- 
.<4sco. Niiw, in the midst of disaster, their children ajid grand- 
•Childrcn, softened ’oy loo much easy living as i]u:y w'ere, 
':ifemembered their iaaitage. ddicir city was doomed But even 
before it was gone ihere was lalk oi a new-er, a belter, a still 
toorc bcriLilifn! (uic to he built defiantly on the same spot, right 
in the face of iha; catastrophe. Whatever tlic men of God 
imight have to sa.\ about the eorniplion and poikninn and 
^wickedness of die people, there were certainly more than the 
Ten Riglilcous Men for wliose sake the Lord b.ad (dTered once 
.upon a tim.e to spare vSodom and CLomemrahi. There were 
Jicople wlio j(Tcd io make others laugh and people who sang 
|jpr played a^march on the salvaged accordion to case the long 
There were people to help carry burdens too heavy for 
;^1tlicrs, support the old ones, assist the women whom the shoipfci 
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cKildbffth, kt the -jPeaple 

Tlfeiio sWed their bread, their salami, their precious 
;vi4ter with the unknown neighbour, people who opened thi^' 
Siouses to any and aJl indeed of shelter. 

I Once again Angelina was numbly drifting along among, 
others. It was a w^arm day, she liad a grave problem: should 
she try to drag that sealskin coat of hers on and on, Go<i 
alone knew liow many more miles? Or sliould she throw it, 
away right then and liiere? It was insured against theft and; 
loss, but would the company pay under the circumstances?, 
Indeed, wendd she ever get another lur coal, or were they poor 
people n<nv? As for ih^i)per- and she had to haul her hus^' 
band from the deepest recess of iier memory, so far had she 
left him behind- ~\ou could not rely on him. vStar sappliires, 
yes, hut if he kept on drinking and gamiding there wouldi 
soon be no money for co its -ehinchilia, sealskin, or other* 
wise. Of course tlicre was siih ri«nian, he ov/cd licr more than 
he could repay in a ihetime of graliliirle; she had rescued his 
child. With iny own body 1 e<n^ered your hltle daughter 
against the dames, 1 carried her from the burning house — and. 
once more she had forgotten that I’kadan was missing .^ iyer* 
haps dead. . , . 

Somehow she had lo-d sight of the 1 rankcls in the efush and 
concourse and found hcrselt inexplicaidy mixed in with a 
bunch td’ excitable jabbering Itaiians, a tigluing, singing; 
laughing, oil-et'^okiiej, uncoutli cluster of loreigners. Probably 
they had atimiiud the ihrcv' of them iniv) their overcrowded 
tent solely bn Beatrice's sake. Beatrice seemed liiglily pleased 
with the arr'ingemcnf, an.j lUile Joy, roundly kissed and blessed 
and played with, dandled on grassy knees and fed a diibiousmess 
of ravioli, appc.'red to enjov the noise ai>il sv.jua!or of the camp,, 

“Probably she will catch lice if not something worse,"’ Angc* 
Una said bitterly to Johnny O’Shaiigiuiessy. “For mercy’s sake, 
Johnny, get us oiil of here, get us away, this is unbcarablee% 
But Johnny endv shiuggcd: he was a very important perspn 
by now, was Johnny OkShaugl messy. He had airiv^d in one of 
Ae automobiles City Hall had re(]uisitioned and went around’ 
posting up s^'ict new orders: Boil all water, burn all swill. 
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I don’t know 
il, or I’ll go 
;is she said it, 

Annie," he 


i heavenly and 

[Jp to Mm and thrown her 
^'johnny, ol>. Johnny dear, you’re the only real fnenu 
had. you’ll help me. \ouji! lake me away froirt 

Johnny aeletl fompo.us an ! imlJad a,iid she let go his 
eless neck. ‘'J'his is not the time for acting snobbish, my 
ti; cheer up and ihank die Lord that you're alive, and the 
|,tlc tot loo. Think of other people vvho’re much worse off 
an you." 

“Other people aren’t alone " she ^itd pitilnhy. 

‘Well, svveelheart. li you are iTs voui own ['aull. Where’s 
flat lovely dreamer, that brotlicr-indaw of Vinirs? Why isn’t 
Jr. Ambros taking c ire ol you and his babyV" 

“He’s been missing since yesterday morning 
Pi’hclhcr he's siili a. live. I lr\ ik^I u> dunk ol 
^^razy,” Angelina said, h sounded dal. and e^en 
^t'did not seem true. 

' Johnny was silent tor a momeiu ‘ Tm SvU'i} 

putting his list under her chin and idUng uo her licad to 
she were crying. She was not and he lelt sorrier yet. 
fflll tell you scunedung, swcediearl, why don't >ou go to 
JSelvcdc^i'c? Your lamil}' luoe a summer sfiack there, haven’t 
itiey? It’s die logical place where Nil. Ambr is and your father 
'atld evciwbody else would cxjX’ci to I'lid you. In Marin County 
l^qu’rc out ol haim's waiy; lieic vve'ie all in Ihc liarui o' the 
iLord and vve don’t know il any of us will slid he alive to- 
l^brrow." 

-The pious, oily tone was something new' with Johnny and 
linger boiled up in Ann. “ I'hanks foi the advice: if I knew how" 
gel us to Belvedere.^ dii you think I'd spend another minute 
pX this pigsty? I wish you’d slop [ireach.ing and do something. 
:for heaven’s sake, do something!" 

y, “All right, ri! give you a firsl-chiss tip, Annie, and I' 
;)vouldn’t do it Icn' anyone else. I have it on aood authority that 
|governme,nt boat is going to lake some choice people across 
be bay to Marin County. Fnmi b"(^rt Mason. This afternoon^; 
I^Ound five or after. I’m sure they’ll lake you dooard if 
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tell .tlietrf yovi’fe.;' old. man BaUard’s fefew. .do I 

jles&Ve ii tee'rty-\Vceriy kiss for this?’* ^ 

‘*Forl Mason?” Angelina asked; she Mas perking 
.wilting, drooping, shri: ’ ’ng ihe next niomcnl. “Til never 
it. I’m so tired, so tirtJ, Jolinin, I've walked a lliousa™ 
miles since yesterday; look at my Teel- I wish I weren’t sii^ 
a weak, useless creature hut, Johnny, Til break down on tiSS 
way, r know it 

Johnny looked at Iiei feel: llve\ were bare, ridiculously 
small and very dirty, with (^{.len bli.^ter.^ on heels and toeS; 
“Okay, iny lassie,” lie said, “gel your bundles a.iul hop into my 
autom(d';ile. I ean'l take y('ij all the wav Turl Mason, but I’ll 
let you ride wiili me to the edge ol the camp.” 

“Oh, Johnny, vou'ic Wirndeitid!” Angelina cried. It was 
licr ever-recun ifig cry tlinsueh the years she had. knenvn help-* 
fill Jolmny; and, waslimg her ( ice in a cloiidbiirst of Icars^ 
she paid him liis usual 

It was a pecuiiaai!', v'f (.>\S'\c.igh.iicss\ ’s lud lips that they 
were ne\cr ^.juise righ: ..ilh M. di ihcy were seldom lompletely 
wrong; a peculKirity diat was to accompany him tfirough a|| 
stations of liis rise 1rom a lotheaded city councillor to 
haired but still rash lliutcd Slater senator, and that made hinj 
veto most of those bills which prvwcd henehciid in The long 
nin, and, on the other h.aikl, snpiant causes, men, and move*| 
menis wi’ich did a c-oiwid-.rjMe (ie.d o\' luum. A popular and 
successful national lignrc, he remained a staunch friend of the 
Ballard'^, always ready to give them advice and generously 
let them ^haic his secret inromiation. Thus it was on Johl| 
O’Shaughnessy's hf)t tips that Mr. Ballard in 1910 put the 
greater part of his resources into a real estate project that 
unexpectedly burst like <i slink-bomb and more or less 
finished the old man Again, T was O’Shaughnessy whd 
helped Angelina invest her money in the hull market of 1928, 
with results wiiich neither the senator nor his ebullient friends 
ig:ould have foreseen. ... 

And so, when Angelina on this afternc.on of ,19th April 
|906, arrived at Fort Mason, footsore and completely worn 
Mnt, she Ica^icd that she had spent her last ounce of energy 
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^ly ttiat nibming for OaLkliria’ aiid ^cmid ^ 
admitted civilians in any case. 

TThat’s the end. Thai’s the end, Ii|:atrice,” she said. ”1 giv|' 
You go on, you do what you w^nt You’re strong, I aiij: 
I can’t any more.” She put down the bag which she hadj 
en dragging along, endlessly, endlessly, as heavy as though; 
ery star sapphire had been a cobblestone. She let herself drop 
to a seal of some sort, an upturned old garbage can, ironic- 
pUy, as on the day she had eaten lobster to get herself the 
^^jarlet fever. Beatrice stood over her, a grimy monument, trying 
^ measure ib.e armnint of strength still left in her bambina. 

I 5 . “You will not go hack to the Salvarinis’ tent then?” Angelina 
f^ook her liead ‘"Wliat else? Sleep in the open? Under a 
-^pree?” But Angelina only shrugged. ‘‘If I leave you, can you 
?$tay alone?” 

“1 don’t care. I don't care what yo«u do and what happens, 
;I don’t care if the whole citv burpA down with me and you and 
;^verybody. 1 give up,” Angelina said. 

. , Beatrice meditated lor a long minute, 'kho fog was closing 
vlnif^ 5 >blileratina shore and fooihills and the countless people 
lhat had, Icrmitehke, invaded them, "iicne, Angelina, 1 go 
How, T <and mv cousin Adriano, but 1 need money, 1 talk to 
him, 1 show liirn iiKmcy. He will row us over and if not he, 
another of the men at the Wharf, it is not too far to walk for 
big feet like mine. But I cannot take hllle Ciioia with me. I 
leave her here with you. Rest now, but do not fall asleep, no? 
And do not moNc in'm hero, until I conk lack.” 

;; Angelina kicked cdl’ her torn shoes and siiowcd her bloody 
Kttle feet. “Move? I? Where u/?” she asked with a heart- 
-breaking smile even, in lier numbed state she could feel that 
it was heartbreaking. BcaUicc put iiltie Joy on her lap. 

“You take gikui care of each other, my two little girls,” she 
said and then the b'g ^wallowed her up. 

The warmth of tlte slowly rcla.xing small body seeped 
Aitgelina’s,iind Joy fell asleep. The fog was closing around theijlii.. 
Ilncker and tighter; it was so quiet you could hear the wat^|'' 
l^p -against the mole far out. if you paid atteiaion to it 
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BiSv^ig; bobmirigrffistaiai^v^ 

1^ d^ burning away under its own red sky. Angeliiia.'Wis. 
filing sleepy, too, and the sound of the Irttle waves waslu]|^ 
l^inst the shore made h( thirsty. But she had to slay awakej 
■Watch the bag at her sioe, the star sapphires, the chinchill^; 

Funny, how ^little you cared for siicli things when yoa 
Were tired and there was no bed; thirsty and there was no 
water. No water, except the whole Pacific Ocean, that is; 
“There are real values and purely symbolic values,” Florian 
had remarked in one of his deep and rather boring discus- 
sions with Mousie. Angelina hadn't quite iindcrslood what he 
meant, but she und'^rstuod it now. Star sappliires were a sym- 
bolic value if a drink of water was what you needed. Even 
money was only a symbol it you couldn’t t>uy anything with 
it She experienced another earthquake then and there, it shook 
the foundations o{ her wariJ, bc'cause if money was not real, 
what was? But the shock lasted only a fraction of a second. 
Money conic! get you a lowboat to take you to safety — pro- 
vided Beatrice was iiicky and did not get lost like Florian. 
Angelina f(d/Jcd her hands over the slcepiiif^ child and began 
to pray, and altiiough her prayer came out a triHc peUdanU*/^ 
Dear Lord, protect cjid renc us, aiv!, listen. Y^>a can’t let any- 
thing happen to 1 Iriiian. 1 need him so— it made Her feel 
better. Oh, much (.setter, really. 


“Man alive, .^o tiiis is e>!iere you’re cat\)ming around, while 
your sister-in-law is wonving her c>es out of her head? Don’t 
you think you cnight to look after your little tot aiul not leave 
everythin}’, to po(n A,nnie‘^" Ji^hn (^’Shacigfmcssv told Idorian 
Ambros when lie discoveied him in the Oldsniobilc in which 
the reporters of the Call were circling the even-growing peri- 
phery of the lire. 7'hey had stv)ppcd for more news at the 
S^ffiiporary heaJquartcrs City Hall had established and were 
their way to the special launch that was lo take. their copy 
^|p Oakland, since every prinishop in San 1- rancisco had turned 
;^to a mass /i molten lead. 
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^ t^fe’beeii doing sifice y^terda^ ^ut 

_ W find them?” Ambros said heatedly. '‘//ergo« 

l don’t netd you lo tell me vvluit to dc'! Forgive mft, 
§*Shaughnessy/’ he added with nio|^ self-control. “You're 
itst person lo tell inc that lhe\ are safe- they are, yes? — and 
[Stead of kissing your hand I bark at yoo- But it is enouglj: 
drive a man insane — it\ so incredible! One might run! 
lund in circles for days, for weeks, and not be able to find 

r e’s own cl II id ! ■' 

“That’s true, Mr. Ambros. Annie was searching for you as 
^lich as you for her. But we’re ail in the same boat, see? I 
Pon’t like to talk a bean my.self, but here 1 am very close to the 
l^ayor, vcr> chrse, ami still I can’t lind out where my own old' 
|]pfian miglil be. My old lady is growing coins on her knees 
^irom praying day and niglit m St. Mary's 

“I’ll iiclp her pr‘ay. FH liclp voii find >our father, if you 

would tell me wiicic they are. Mi s. Mopjvr and my child ” 

“Well, Mr. Ambros, I’ll give you a tip: if you get there fast 
Jifenougli, you’ll catch her at l'‘>rt Ma.son, she’s trying to get on 
government boat that’s supposed to leave around five. I 
%¥h-:scd her lo sit this one out m Belvedere." 

Ambros U'lokcd at the faces of his friends, the reporters; 
lifted, cfislievellcd, Jnllamed eyes, so<at and 'inrne and stubble, 
She faces of the gallant, grim, cynical, soflliearlcd desperadoes 
J^hosc business it was to hunt up peril, honor, and adequate 
iJtdjeclivcs, break catastrophe into little words to feed them to 
■^e hungry maws of tlie piinling presses. “Would you boys 
Ibuve a heart and lake mo Iwnl Mason?” 

“We would but it wouldn't do you any good,” one of them 
said, an asthmatic, slightly drunken man with the looks of a, 
'great old lion made into a lug “O’Shaiighnessy talks rubbish,; 
'there »s no more boat sailing from the fort Yrni want to get 


^to Marin side? Then your best bet is our launch; if you bribe. 
Ais adequately we might stow^ you a.way on it. Say, Johnny^ 
.you there, is Lower Market Street cleared for Iralfic by now^**^ 
“You’ll -have to ask someone whose information you trust: 

^Ofc than mine. I have it on good authority ” O’Shau^^. 

lossy grumbled with J^tised feclingg^ the OlcVmobilc we^ 
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good ^either, had a little dent on his forehead, wheftff'di^vjie 
get' ft?” hej avSkcd the cub reporter the Call crew had'lti^ 
jtehiiid. 

i “It’s just one of those lAtle human-interest stories, not 
to it, except that /^inbros is one celebrity tliat wasn't runnit^ 
around on Union Square in his nightie. Seems something 
conked him on tlie head right alter lie came out of the Ferry 
Building yesterday morning well, you know how it looked 
down there. He was out like a hgiU anti some friendly souls 
picked liim up and carried hiin int«‘ Ciloria\s house, you know 
it? Rit/y place, good clean girls, 1 have this part of the story 
from ore of tliem, Harlxara, you know licr? The buxom blonde 
girl, comes from Texas; well, an>way, when the Tenderloitr 
began to bui'n, they had let clear (Hit, but ia.st, and there they 
were saddled with Mr. Ambios, out like a stick, aiul not even 
a regular customei at that. So tht)se dariing girls handed him 
to some good Samaritans who wore scooping up casualties 
and dumped them in tuat hide piivaiie hospital on Sutter 
Street. Naturally, die doctors wue too busy to bother with 
such a quiet, painless parcel, f)robab]y ihcy ligured if his 
was fractured he\I die without their assistance and if it wasn’t 
he’d come around, anyway. S(' he came around, groggy, with 
a roaring lieadachc and a sick stomach. I guess he had a little 
concussion, because when we picked Imn up last night he was 
still throwing up ai legulai intervals like a [)rcgnaiil she-whale. 
By the time he came to. ili-e p'vice had to be cleared for dyna- 
miting, and the lust dung lie remembers is that lie was help- 
ing to carry streichcrs. lie must have been out for hours, 
because when lie linally stumbled up to day Street, the 
Ballard h.ome had burned tlowii to the cromui. Tlien his real 
trouble started. No one knew w'helher liis liltle girl was alive 
or dead, and he jtist kept running around asking people had 
they seen or heard anything about his kid, and that’s when 
picked him up; at last w'c found out fnnii a certain Mr^ 
pallagher that, yes, everything was in the best of, order and 
they had got away, his wife’s sister and bis little girl and some 
^Id servant, j/to then h^figured in lus fumbling brain that they 
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^^<iiji^'CT6w he got himself across the bay'*' and :bac^; 
l^^^'tins morning he was on this side again. Somehow htf 
up a rumour that they werfc with some people ok' 
‘^Tarrcll Street, hut when he g(n there ■ pop goes the weasel 
^the house liad heen blasted od' the map. don't know what 
did then, I guess he was just wandering the streets and out 
the park and God knows where else. Next time we saw 
ffilh he had been pressc(i into a gang digging graves, or maybe 
mp had volunteered, so we took him along and just watched 
going to pieces by and by, but quiet-like, gentleman-like, 
pifyou know v^liat 1 mean. Gave a hand wherever it w^as ncces- 
^&ry, not afraid to wade into the woisi spots w'lth us, didn’t 
pbraplain cither, just that look in his eyes as if he were going 
•blind- -well, bless iiis heart, by now he'll soon be across the 
bay and with his little girl. Good for him -but makes a flat 
.ending for a human-iiilerest story, or what do you think, 
Johnny?" 

“Can yoii teli me why oh! man Ballard would give any of 
ijbis girls to a ieilow wiio doesn't know the hrsl thing about 
life?" was all Johnny liad lo comment. 


Shortly after seven o'clock bUnian Anibrrrs came into the 
parlour of ih: Thniron fun. "Gooil evening, CJcorge, is your 
father at lumic?" lie asked the boy who was silbng on the 
Jhearthrug witn his arm ar<iimd tiie neck ol a iuige dog of 
irbme St. Bernard ancestiy: both boy and dog were staring 
into the fireplace. George had brought in the logs when the 
fog began driftum ineind the evening grew chilly. ‘"Yes, Mr. 
Ambros, Father is upstairs, shall 1 call him?" he said. 

“Oh, hello, Randy, I thought f heard your voice,” Jake 
Watts said, stepping out on the gallery above and quickly 
doming downstairs, lie did not dare ask anything but waif0^ 
[ibr Florian, to speak. 

I “It's all right, Jake, they are all right, all th.ree of them,!*" 
Slorian said, “I am almost certain they are. It’s k\\\y — it toofe 
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; seifer^eteiiii^' to ^nspoit ta^B6lve< 

'|^‘'via Oakland and somehow I was absolutely 
r would fild them at the villa by the time 1 reached 
But they aren’t there, ''.''ou didn’t hear anything either, ^ 
you? No message? Nothing? And there is no miu'e 
.coming from the No, 1 suppose not. Do you know anjg 
thing about a government boat shipping people over frot^ 
Fort Mason? Don’t mind if 1 stay out on the jetty. I get toi^ 
restless indoors. And listen -could Geoigc ride up to the villa 
on his bicycle and tell Mousie not io worry about me. and npt 
to sit up for me, tell her I might stay here till rather late ” 

“Sure, Mr. AmiPros, I’m going right now,” said George. 

Florian lit anotlicr cigarette and began pacing the jetty, 
Thirty-two steps towards the water, liiiity-two steps back 
towards the inn. Thiriy-two steps with moi.st drift oi' wind into 
his face, ihirly-two steps with its damp hand pressing against 
his back. A fogliorn warning somewhere out in the bay, an- 
other one answering. In the little hariionr the fishing boats 
were gently sw^a)ir,g, seagulls were asleep, while blobs on the 
slate-blue v/atcr, visible now and then, and again blotted out 
by fog. He threw his cigarette butt over the railing andi&tftd 
the tiny hiss as it struck the wsater. His ears were sharpened 
to an unbelieval)le degree, all his senses heightenefl, every? 
thing transhnmed as tilings are sometimes in dreams, in a higli 
fever, in tiie visions of the drui^k. After a long while he weni 
up a few steps and sat dow n whore he thought to have a bettei 
view. The widow's walk, he thonglU wnth a self-deprecating 
little snort and he also lliought ot cverylliing that could have 
happened to Joy and Angelina since O'Shaiighncssy had sect 
them last. Another cigarette and another one and another one, 
He hardly knew' what he was still waitiT^z for, and then, aftei 
an immeasurable lime he hcaid a new' sound, difTcrent frorc 
the somnolent creaking and dialing of tiie moored boats 
Slap-slap. wSlap-sI'ii). Slap-slap. Oars hiumg t!ic water, th« 
*small rat-squeak of a badly oiled oarlock. A liny light moving 
through the fog. Florian got up, trying to keep hi.*-; heart dowt 
fin his chest. The light disappeared from his view as the boa: 
llpproachecythe jetty, but he heard the chain being fastenec 
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arid then the light, a small l&teA'^.wrisj 
to show the way for someone being helpjkl from 
lat. For a moment I'lorian slootjslillly, unable to breathe/ 
f then an iron liny aroiinJ bis chest broke anti he rushed 
ard. Aneelma was I>.*ndm!; down U) lh%' boat to take the 
^1d from Beall ice :.nd carry it in her arms: ihe little lantern 
^Ove a pale hah', arv.nnd l-er iii the Ic^e. 

That was Ikva i kaiaii ^aw iier and that w;in what he could 
[ever foryel. Ni'l llnii she let him loieci it, c\cr - 
It was a funny UKunent, Angelina often thought in later 
irs. He had a cigarette in the corner of his mouth and he 
irew it away and caiefiiliy cruslicd the spark with his heel 
fore he look the child fiom her; anti he did not say a word, 
.p put his forehead into little Jo}\ hair and perhaps he was 
prying, but of this Angelina was not tcrlain. Sutklcnly, still 
glitching the child It' himself, he tried to peel olT his old velvet 
locket that was enisled w ith ashes and dust and a bit of blood 
much sweat. ‘'Angelina you mustn’t calch cold — dar- 
darling he said, fumbling to wrap tiio jacket around 
was sLicit a ndiciilous gesture, it made her want to laugh 
arid weep. 

pV‘DonV he such a fool, Flori, i don’t catch cold-look, I 
|(ave my chinchilla stole no, dorfl look al me 1 must be a 

gglu- ” 

:^;'‘You arc- l caiTt tel! you-- oh, niv God, darling, darling, 

don’t know^ v(»u don't know " 

||'“r knovv, h^ioii. If somcilung had happened to you, 1 would 
jribt have wanted to stay alive either — " 

, It sounded like erne ot ihc things you told a man to make 
feel good, but i! 'was the Iruth. With evciy last drop of 
Strength running out of her, she let lierselV fall against his 
Sphest. Like a well -trained chorus member in an opera, Beatrice 
lOved forward to take tlie child from him and he closed his 
|rms around Angelina. Little Joy opened her eyes for ^ 
foment, and smiled, and contentedly said: “Daddy? Anne-^ 
i?” and was asleep again. 
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thircl morning of the Fire dawned. *San Francisci!Ppf!|^ 
burning, streets wcr\‘ still being dynamited, the daii^^ 
l^^'s not over yet; but in*^ Marin County it was peaceful 
quiet as though a dilVerent planet. The sun rose over tfiS 
cone of Belvedere and in the mountain ash which Grandma 
Ballard had planted manv years ago a blue jay was quarrelling 
with his wife. Angelina woke up but I lorian was still asleep, 
and she began to study every line of that sleeping face on the 
ruffled pillow', the dear, strong, exiiausicd lace, the clean 
profile turned away lroni lier, the long muscle between his 
neck and his sh.oukier where he would lest Ins violin and 
which she had kissed and winch was now hers. I always get 
what I want, she liioneh.t, the Moating enchantment of tilO 
night giving way h) sober triumph. Her glance seemed to 
pierce into f lorian ’s dreams, lie stirred and opened his green 
eyes, liirncd around and stared at her. 

“Oh - ilks \ou/' lie saul a moment latci. “Good morning. 
Fairest of 1 hern Ali.“ 

“You know what I found? liavc some grey haiiS on 
your left temple, hive grev liairs. I counted them.'’ 

“Well? And does that surprise you‘^ I grew' them in the last 
two days, (iros.'^cr (.iotl, .'ind I’m not shaved. Slrime on you, 
Angelina, you oughtn't to be m bed with a iellow who doesn’t 
seem to he a genUeman." 

“Florian - vvoiikiirt it liavc been a pity if we had died before 
last night? 1 hink what we would have missed." 

He grabbed for his golden cigarette-case on the night table, 
“Mind if 1 smoke?" 

Father smoked cigars, ffopper had a pipe. Pipes were dis- 
gusting, little piles of ashes, dirty pipe-cleaners all over the 
house. Persian Miracle Oil. Dr. Birinski's Magneto-Electric 
Wonejer Belt. But why think ol Hopper now? “Idorian, I love 
so,” she whispered. “Now you belong to me. I’ll never let 

^OU go, ril never be alone from now' on, never 

,'And then the doorknob turned, the door opened slowly, and 
ifi’the thresh/ild stood little Joy. 
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J OY AMBROwS was sitting in the small lunch-and-waiting 
loom oT the anonymous little staticni vviicrc !he train had 
stopped onl> long enough to report the accident to a 
l^eepy stationmastcr and leave the three t)f them behind: her- 
George Watts, who had grullly taken cliargc of the pro- 
“iceedings, and Major Ryerson, who, for no visi!)le reason a1 
/aU, seemed to have made up his mmd to see tlimgs through 
'wth them, She was silting there, waiting, staring into the 
ijpalms of her hands. On the heel of (he tight one were foui 
'Igial] blue-black marks left by Mother's teeth. 

J,r^?’^hat\s that on your hand, kiddo? You’re bleeding, did 
'you hurt yourself'^” the old army nurse on the train had 
Sasked. ’ 

“ That? Oh ! I must have bitten my lliunil) in the excitement 

bad habit of mine — whenever my nerves are upset ” 

Small stmg of iodine in tiic wound, glitter of a syringe ir 
,ihe nurse’s hand ‘‘No, no, 1 don’t vvanl to sleep, I can’' 
,^leep!” Joy had cried, fighting olF the appioaclnng instrument 
*Tlease, don't make me sleep. Nurse. I have to stay awake, ' 
shall have to get otF at the next station. Til have to lead th( 
search party to the 'Spot wlierc it lianpened, I must be then 

when they — when the\ -find her ” 

“Okay, okay, kiddo, don’t fuss, don’t fidget, here, take thi 
pill, it’ll steady your nerves,” the nurse had told her, slightl; 

“Shock,” Joy heard her report to tlie two men waffUlj 
W the dosU of the compartment. “Nature’s sedative — 

tetter for her anyway ” and she had spit out the pheHtil 

barbital as soon as the nurse had turned her bJ^^. I musifi^ 
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^^Mftogmer. It seemeil a singularly appropriate exptas^ftt 
part <fc her was exceedingly bright* and dear, a 
itower wiihja watchful searchlight turned upon herself; 
Other pan a dim. paralysed numbness, uiid ii was almost ini-' 
possible to keep ihesc two parts of her together and mafel 
a whole of them. She got up and began to wander along tlii^ 
walls of the lundiroora. 

“What's the name of the station?’’’ she asked the station- 
master. He was a little man w'itli spcciaeles and late-night 
stubble wlaan the extraordinary occurrence had sprung from 
somnolence into a high and curious agitation. 

“This? It’s Tokema- not much ol a place, but quite nico 
in daytime; say, lady, if you’d like to wait in my office and 
turn on tlic nidio luilil your husband conies hack--- oh, pardon 
me, I thouglit tlie ma jor was your husband," Jic added hastily 
as he met Joy's uncomprehending glance. 

“No, thanks, don’t bother about me. I’m tine, tliank you so 
much,” Joy was repeating for the sixtii time to the station- 
master’s w'ell -meant ojfcrs of eniertainmeiu. 'VVatls and Ryer- 
son had decided to walk into the sleeping little town to 
up the organizing of the search parly; but lime itself was 
oddly split and ambiguous, passing at once intolerably slowly 
and yet terrifyingly swiftly. The stalionmastcr withdrew tact- 
fully into iiis cubicic from wb.erc she felt has watchful and 
sympaliiclic glaucc'^ following her like anmoynig buzz flies. 
After a few minutes she lett the small lunch-arul-waiting room 
with its Male smclis and eights--- the spmoons, tiie unused 
coal stove, the sleeping Lohee urn,, the stolid Coca-Cola con- 
tainer, the obsolete-looking beer posters, the Hyspccked time- 
tables on the wails. Under the ovcrh;jnging roc-l oi tlie plat- 
form she sat down on a heneh. l! was cold out licie, the air 
was moist, pleasant with the :.cem of ruin-soaked dust, A 


fuzzy yellow \oung dvig eame (('» sniff and, taking, an instant 
ana strong liking to her, he rcsohed to keep lier company; 
pawning widely, he talked to her in the compelling code of bis 
§^agging tail and his beseeching eyes. Joy was grateful for his 


e presence and his permission to w'arm her hands in his 
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lE^ ah operation. You became aware of youn agony,, not, 
tly and ail al once but in patches; consciousf'css spread^; 
'out like a scarlei lijiuid spilled^ on a Hat wliilc surface,; 
fere, there, spreading onl .iikI rnnninc and at last 

ag evcrywlicrc and covering everything. [ killed Mother.' 
jlled licr. it was a biting, burning, bleeding, excruciating ^ 
ught and jiain Molhci once saved my life and in return 
|br it 1 killed her. She did save my life, that much is true,, 
S^C carried me out ot I he burning house, 1 was only three 

t ars old hut 1 slill lemembcr it 

Joy luid never been able t(^ Jiseniangle her (mm memories 
pt the biro fr<an the raanblmg thicket of talcs that had over- 
grown and transformed them, (hilv two tilings she recalled 
pefinitely and wiiii great elariiy . her bunny, which someone 
^d taken away from lier a.midst a great wild n.)isc and which 
|iad miracuhuisly returned and gijne (o sleep with her. She 
tetnernbered Hunny because he ha(i remained her friend and 
companion until she was a big girl ot eight, at which 
her parents gave her that wonderful little baby brother 
tor a present and she slo'ipcd carini; bir any and all toys, 
r : The either thing. she could remember was Beatrice’s black 
lEiavvl. She remembered Beatiiec Unn but noi as well as she 
efetnembered that sliawl in all its details: not really black 
but faded to an uncertain brown lempc'red by time and much 
tlse; closing Iicr eyes, slie saw it so sharply that slie could have 
piainted it, a big scjuarc of woul luldedi lo foini a triangle 
ragged fnnges and a large, lightly stitched patch of. 
tticnding in <me corner. Jdie smell of that shawl, sheep, onion, 
bil, warm body, cold-^ incense, chuieh; Itaiv. And then that 
pther unforgettable sine!!: wine, she had been told. She 
Remembered how that soaked drunkard of a sliawl had been> 
^rapped around her and that it liad made her feel gay and 
bazy and vcr> good: but all the rest was not memory but^,; 
fegend and< a ballad and an often-repeated recital: , . an4i 

^ere T had you in my arms and the burning beams were crastjjj 
tog down left and r»ght, I had to step through tl\? flames aiidj 
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at your big baby eyes; 

ifi^tl baAto get you through unharitied, I stiff' 
h^bw 1 didlil, a frightened liltlc mouse tike m.e — ^but 
^hcre are |ntapped sources of strength even in the 
ereaturc if you lovo sonle^ne as 1 loved you, my little 
It must have h^icn the morning after their rescue when 
awakened in a strange room where not a single wall stood ^ 
the place where it bekmged. 1 his rrightened her very mucl| 
because it had something to di^ wiih (lie hogcvman wdio would'^ 
come and get you, or perhaps she was a sU'len cliild like thej 
one Beatrice liad talked ahoui in the kiiclien or, worse yet,- 
she had been tin own away, and the wolves would come and 
eat her. '\ he bed was immense, probaidy Ihe bed of som^ 
fairy-tale giant, and around it a fence of chairs had becB^ 
built to keep her iii)m falling ou{ Beyond the chairs Beatria^, 
was snoring, a vvonderfuily familiar and consoling sound,; 
Beatrice was asleep on the (loor; she was covered with thd; 
black shv'uvl and h.er momh was wide i)pen, also black inside^; 
and full ol ])uhing iiPic noises. \'c\i Joy discovered a fairy-^ 
tale bird. comple!el> blue, on a branch outside of the win^ 
dow; it was a bird tliat could talk, he said 'Moy” 

■‘Joy ! Joy ! ” and she decided at once lo catch liim. Shcj^rawledt; 
across the chairs and tri.'d to awaken Beatrice, poking herl 
Sngers into the wrinkled dark eyelids, but Beatrice would not^ 
apeii her eyes. Joy, feeling fine at that point, went on explor*; 
mg and alter slu^ had with great ellort (opened the door, she’: 
iieard her lather sol'lb, laugh and speak to someone behind,' 
mother door across tiie corridor. Siuklenly this was Sunday'^ 
morning when (me was permitted to crawl into Father’s and^j 
Vfummic’s bed for a delightful period of roughhousing. "f 
‘"Muinmie!'’ she called. “Wlierc are ^, 011 , Mummie?” andv 
jtretching as high as she could, sir* turned tfie door-knob and'i 
opened the door. TIte room \va^ a bit dark but she could seC' 
rath^j* sitting up in bed and he was smoking a cigarette as^ 
isiial. And then Joy saw that it was not Murnmie who was; 
ying in bed with him but Annelina: she was j^ulling the 
banket high up over her face as if to play hide-and-seek 
her blor/ic curled hair stuck out on top. Joy stopped on; 
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seen Him, and in no mood for 
!^hat do you walit? How did you get in here?’) -he shouted 
iftcly. 

pf‘I want my miimmie " Joy J^tammereJ, incapable of 

jjSipressing a vcr> iiivai number <H' very cc^'rnjiliealcd things; 
if her three \e.ii^ coultl have laikeil, this \va^ what ^he should 
^Ve wanted to say ; f thought my niiimmie was here and I 
J®$ happy about it because she has been av/ay so long, and 
J;didn’t want to make you angry, 1 only wanted to play in 
!)Ur bed as wc always did befoie Mummie left us. And why 
esn’l Annclina sleep in her own bed? She is growui up and 

^ven I have to sleep alone and not make a Cnss about it 

“There is a bird ” she said at last with quivering lips. 

Father was not mad any longci, he l(K)ked the way he did 
*i,»Then she had liiirt hersell anvl was feeling sorry bu her. “It’s 
?^1 right, Joy?’ he said sofiiy, ^'nnw be a eood little girl and 
iJgO back to your loom. We'll lov)k at the bird (alei. it?s very 
’il^arly yet and v\ere all very, very tired. C.'ome, shall Daddy 
'igrry you back to vonr bed? There, there -now close your 

■Syfes^tiul go to sleep again ” 

Later Annclina evnlained to her that slic had (mlv dreamed 
of this, iiieludine the blue bird that eonld speak, and, 
‘fedeed, Joy never saw or liea.id that bial again. vShc knew, 
Jjiough, that sh.e iiad not dreamed, but with the strange, mute 
^cretiveness of child IkxkI she sensed that there was something 
^tic wa'^n’t to talk about. She built a tight little wall around 
JL encasing one of liic many liidclen vaults vvlierein she buried 
■$ecret aftei secret, paiLicle after particle of Iierself, during the 
fieripalctic yeais ol her growing up. 

h About that mornuig she ha.d never spoken to anyone, not 
j^yon to Dr. i^ehrman, the eminent psychologist, although he 
'had been tiie one to dig up this illuminating scrap of memory 
that helped her to understand the rest of the pattern. TJ^re 
had been a certain period in her life w'nen slie had necd^a 
few scssi(n«;s walh Dr. Behrman and he had scratched and 
•dug away in the subsoil of her mind like an eager and proud 
dog, until he had at last unearthed a few buried T^ones : cai^l 

182 ^ 



seen/sensed, but not 

j^^eldU;,' neiho^^^ little odds and ends which she, kad^:^^ 
|ei$[bh later lieced together into a semblance of continiiil^r ^ 
r'Waiting o| a hard bench under the dripping caves of a i<S|t 
ji^en little jiation in the^inidst of nowhere —waiting for t^S 
jpeople to come and assist in the search for the body of fiiel 
Stepmother whom^she had killed — Joy Ambros thought ofe 
br. Behnnan; his \\isc, sad monkey face, the scrabbling nois6' 
of his nails scratching his bristly little moustache; a bad etch- 
ing of Mont St. Michel on which she fastened her eyes during 
confessions, and the hushed, slightly sticky, slightly ridiculous 
atmosphere of mental midwifery— but perhaps 1 should have 
taken his advice and had myself psychoanalysed; perhaps he 
could have unlocked a few doors for me and set me free and 
then, perhaps. 1 wouldn’t have done whal I did and this in- 
credible night wcHild never have come to pass. But now it is 
too late. lt\s done and 1 have to face the consequences. 

Restlessly she moved her sh(Hilders. to feel the softer lining 
of her coat rubbing against the tweed of her jacket, to keep 
in touch with the sli[)pery. evuvsive reality of the hour. But on 
four thousand dc^ikirs a year you can’t altord to pamper 
self with psychoanalvsis, she told licisclf. l-^csides, who knows? 
Perhaps Dr, Belnman would ^-nly liave taken me np?trt and 
never been able to nut me tean'ilier again. Tiiat's the main 
thing now: hold nivsclf t'e^uher 

" her i’ailier h.ul called it, reverting to German. 
“It means keeping a go^xl .‘ountcnance and self-control under 
all circumstaiiv es - I’m alVaivi ilierc is no word for it in English, 
Kinderl, Iveca.use il’s more :han the way you deport yourself, 
and it’s different Irom (he British ’'being a gentleman,’ drunk 
or sober, at l^uickingham Ikdace or in the jungli.. ffaltiin ^ — ■ 
it’s the one thing 1 was walling lo learn from your militarist 
grandfatlier, and I’d like to hand it on to you. It's a good 
i^ng to have when life turns against you, child. It’s a com- 
ma'A\j]*^it makes you stand up and face things. It’s the exact 
i^pposite of all the running away and chasing one’s eyes and 
l^hat’s called escapism nowadays. Tt means to bear the con-, 
llquences of what you’ve done and not to complain and not 
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’ ourself never 

l^ou. I sound funny when Tm’ preSbfiiiyrdoi^^ 
smiled gnd Joy smiled also, becaus^ they 
^J^ht of Mother, who was so very skilful iruthe applies* 
En of pity and seJf-pily, thriving Q.p it, using it no build hetf^ 
up as other people used vitamins and hormones, hoarding- 
.as her main asset to invest adroitly and profitably in 
,rious undertakings. 

' ^^Ach ja, Ihcie exists a diclalorsifip of weakness that can. 
more malignant tiran the use of brutal force. T always 

f bagined Lady Macheili as a small Iragilc little creature with 
ttle white helpless hands. Misusiirt our sympathy until we’re 
l^ulvcri/cd. 1 hank (iod. child, you dtni't belong to the weak 
^hcs. Yoifll kee[' Yoifll never lei \<^'iiiself go tO 

Ipicces.” 

. “Ncitber do you. father.” 

“Perhaps not quite. Pair 1 almost did, oulc or twice. When 
f^Maud died, for instance 

Jg'. Joy’s real modiei was raicly mentioned between them and 
i&ver in Angelina's presence, “Wliv rlt'Jtfl we iiave some 
Ijyacinths? Maud always liked them,” father might say, or: 
|l^‘Maud looked vvcniderful in all autumn colours, tarnished 
fgold, cepper, warm browns. Why don't you pul a bit of rouge 
on your clieeks, child, and try those coUniis yourself? Fd 
tike to sec you in tlicni. You sometimes it’s iiiiiny how a 
^thild will inherit little trails !rom a mother siie haidly remem- 
[jbers. When yon sit still like this and look into the palms of 
your hands that's wliat Maud always did wdien she was 
..troubled ” 

“But 1 remember Maud quite well. Father. wShe was quite — ^ 
reticent, wasn't slie‘\ vShy- -or cold?” 

“Maud? /)// gr(/\v.se/’ (Joir ini fhnuiici* Maud was the 
warmest human being that ever existed. Maud was — remem- 
t>er the little melody you and I like so much? Schubert, A 
•Minor Quartet llic one he used again in Rosemumde'^^^^nX 
;^elody, to me, means Maud — — 

“But she always kept me at a distance, I don’t think shSe 
Jusver gave me so much as a good-night kiss. AH^the cuddliaii 
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called Iker Annelina then, f was still a 
^‘ ■*^ther sn^iled absorbedly into the long ■ago and the'«(^^ 
l^cre, and tlfen his left eyebrow went up. “Yes, Angelina 
ia'great hand ut the populiir national game called Alienation;^ 
Affections. Well, ym only joking, you know that, 1 hopiS 
you were a very alTectionaie baby and we must be grateft^^ 
that Angelina gave you .ill the tenderness you needed, whefa^ 
Dr. Bryant didn’t cjuile lrii>l Maud’s lungs; he was veryj 

Striet about a few taboos, too striid perhaps, but ” 

‘"Yes, Fattier?" 

“It hurt me (dten when 1 ce.mc home aia; rherc were th^; 
two of }' 0 u, Angelina atu! you, plaving on I lie lloor and 
squealing and laughing, and kicking your legs, and frisking^ 
and rolling like a cenipic of porp('ises; and Maud w'oiild sit 
there witli lier hdded liands and smile m you, just smile, as' 


if she were enj(\ving it ” 

The bitch, thought Joy. me mean, pf>sscssive bitch! Took* 
me away from ni} real mother and ma(h‘ an exhibition of it,' 
and hnrt her to the quick. FooL me and took Ta I her away from 
Maud, vvIk^ was sick and C(uild do noiliing but sit iheretfond; 
watcli it with tlial cjuiel wisllul .smile o-i hcis. A;id wlicii Maud 
did not die last enougrh, siie took a Irmd in il arivi hastened 


the process a bit. I l.now tlie sort o( slow pois ons siie has at her 
command, oh, ci(m’t I know them’ And so 1 killetl her. I had 

to kill her bclorc sh»,. cotJd poison (. laulev’s life too 

The staijorimasler had been busy with ticker and telephone 
and now he stepped mil of his edifice and jManted himself in 
front of her. “dhe sherilf and Butch McFarland will be here 
soon,” he reported. “Butch is his deputy - very good man, he 
tuns our funeral parlour too, gets a guv used to handling — 

1 mean — all sorts of things - sort iif in a professional way ” 

He slopped himself, embarrassed at liaving made an indelicate 
reference to Butch Mebdirland’s familiarity witli deaal bodies; ‘ 
considering tliat the one tliey w'crc going to search for had 
been the tall lady’s mother, alive only a short while Clear- 
pg his throat, he went olT on a tanecni. “Seems Doc Gcrrick . 
^In’t get away so fast on account Mrs. Winston is sorta slow 
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be woke up and he wouldn’t do ro godi^ 
he’s creaking in cvcr-y joint and it’s going Lo rain agaii 

P ^^'y minute. You sec, ma'am, wc ain't exactly gjiared for thi« 
re sort of emergency. I guess ft ain’t easy for you, bu' 
u’ve just got to have a little patience.” », 

*‘Thank you. I’m not impatient,” said Joy, taking out hei 
pigarettc case, snapping it open, and desolately staring into it; 

was empty. '"I don’t mind wailing," she said, which was 2 
’^oss underslalerncnt. I'crvcntly she wished to be left sitting 
that bcMicIi, with her Iiand on the dog's friendly head 
ior the red of the nighl: indeed, for niglits and tlays on end 
for w'ceks and montlis of respite, before she bad to face the 
worst yet- and wiin IJaltiuii!] “‘If 1 could only have £ 

cigarette " she said lumi’iily. 

“I’m sorry, lady, but that's all I’ve got," said the station- 
master, flipping his Bull Durham pack fiom his breast pocket 
*‘rm rolling in\ r-wn, Inrt that ain't no stulf for a young lady 
1 guess - 

“But certainly; (hanks. Thank you so much,” Joy said 
eagtiiy reach. mg for paper and tobacco. Rallied, the station- 
inaster^, watclicd her quick long fingers complete their task. 

“Who learned yvu the tiicks? Onv:^ of them cowboys on £ 
dude ranch?" 

“No. My father. lie came from the old country, yoi 
know " 

Joy smoked silondy and the stationma^ier, feeling dismissed 
retired once iruae wrlh. a great show ol tacttnl consideration 
He had Iclt his lo»baceo on the bench fv)r Joy. 

With the foe! (if the rolled cigarette in her fingers and thf 
taste of tlic sm.okc ih iser mouth, she tried to conjure up onc( 
'more Ihe cemsohrig image of her fatjici. “C’omc, Kinderh let’i 
take a walk," he said and they were in Paris, it was a cleat 
cool, sunny day, they were \valking away from the T?rjU oi3i 
through the I’uilciies and acro.ss the Pont Royal; there were 
Mways slcAv chains of renwrqueurs on the Seine and on ea^ 
l^argc a little dog would merrily scamper from one end to 
otlier, and little Hags of drying laundry were Afttering in 
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suii, dai| -Father did nbt give her time to :^d 

wa^ with loiig strides, which meant that :he /WSft^ 
about something, and she could also fSel it in the twitdi^; 
big of his fin'^ers, which were holding her hand in the wlii^ 
;ktd glove of which she w.<s quite proud. She glanced up at 
"his clouded face hiy. he ^lid not notice it, he kept vn rolling 
cigarettes and throwing them away after two puffs. Joy tried 
lb match his pace, but although her legs were too long in 
general, they were loo short when Father had quarrelled 
with Mother and she was about to give up the race, when 
•he remembered her and suddenly slopped and grinned down 
at her. ‘Vt' {h'nidnd" ihird<rt}, juiulcnunselle,^' 

'he said, “but would \ou p.amU me to present you with a few 
little flowers?” Flc said it in French which she had learned 
the previotts ear while slie lutd been jefl with GranJinere in 
Vienna. This, then, must hcive been the year after Baby 
Charles was botav, tins time he )iad remained in CJi a. ncJ lucre’s 
charge while sIk* was taken along t(» Pans. '‘VVheic are wc 
.going. Daddy?” 

“ril tell > on --were g(ung to tlie enchanted forest. Where 
people may chi'p their bundles when they gel too heavy.” 

And so tlic Sainte ("irapcHe had been a lorest to hijr and 
thoroughly cnclianted aiui nvoa.erious and dark, yet floating 
in its singing rluc hchl, and dream birds were nesting in the 
^slim, golden oe; o'Tii.s cA (a'd.u. iniwomy, and if you knew 
the secret wcad or had the seerLl key you miglit possibly fly 
up and ^ip andi up, blue and blue and blue, and never have 
To come back lo ike I Mhoii 'Ah'M' Mother had quarielled witll 
i/Father. Fie went aluaaa. :>l 'pn'>"g :i\ i\ LC.Iam spot wliich lie 
■‘'^emecl to iind williout looGuy, and beckoned lv:r to tollow. 
Pe cupped his hands and licld d-em as d' |m k*t wider run into 
ibem from a spring; hm wiiai lie ea.g-lu in lii , prdrns was not 
;^ater, it was that uncarthlv Fdue hghl, and he made as if to 
^ur it i^lo Ji’v’s F.ands. "durst you lad e off yoi-r gloves, 

t ^ild,” he w!dsp.aed. S!v pui'ed tlrem oil, slie ooij]j hardly 
breathe as she held out her liands and Father peuared the 
^ light from his palms into hers: a lew drops of it clung 
^jhis hair ar^l his forehead. 
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rTaither shook his head, smiling. “Not in yon/ hands, cS&d 

^ jit perhaps in your eyes; in your mind, if yoiilry ” 

||;That blue — it was a beginning something, she ihougnt 
iJredly, somclhing that in the end had tricked away to nothlilg 
'’Only the blue light is still there. 1 can call it any time and i 
ftJpmes to me- even in 'i’okema. 

For inon'dis nl'lcruards, lashed to liic iilleily genteel galley Oj 
:Mcrc Mane-'^clc^ic of the Inslitiii des Sociirs de vSie Theres( 
!d*Avile, she had used up hci entire allowance in blue crayon? 
try (o paint the sub-lmie miracle of tlie Sainte ('hapelle. ' 
Father had droj')ped his bundle in tlte Sainte Chapclle anc 
bought a rich armful of ilovvers lor Angelina on the way to the 
Salic Ciaveau, where a study was pul at liis dispi')sal for hi? 
practicing. In tiie largrc oHnn the dark green draperies wen 
drawn to close out the dayhglu, empty little chairs stood ir 
disorderly rows, oid-fas!ii<'«ncd pas lamps were burning in wal 
brackets at the other end ('f the study where a jiiano on £ 
small platlorm showcvl its teeth. Mother was standing nexi 
to«rhc piano; she wore her tight green jacket with the little 
hat niadc of velvet iea\es, she hulked aih'irahle, and she was 
talking througli lier light little veil to someone invisible behind 


a door back theie. “Wait . . said r'atlier, piuting; a restrain- 
ing hand on .Io>'s shoulder and Iisteiiiiig to Mother’s sermon 
. if 1 were not certain that he has no better friend in th^ 
world than you, Mousic, and if T couldn’t count on yoiJi 
devotion, 1 should never Iia\e brought this up. but you know 
as well as 1 do how much ground he lost during the years 
was tied down in San T^rancisco on account of Maud, and it-5 
up to the two of us to bring him hack to die top. No one 
can say that Fin not doingj; my part, why, Fm sinking intis 
this tournee almost every cent ray dear poor father left 
I’m doing whatever f can to build up a new audienc e .fo r 
— but, my dear, we're working at cross purposes, and doh^l 
piisunderstand me, Mousie dear, if I tell you that you’ve dptie 
us a lot of harm in Paris. Fm quite awaie that you 
t^rcnch much belter than I do, but, dear me, ypu’r^-so 
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so aQrip;ybu 5^ that .you're aggr^yafihgih^.bj^^^ 

and^bii whbr^ do|they take it out? On Flori, of courseiSjli^^ 
C^you. And there’s another thing, dear, and tliat’s the 
y&ii dress; it simply isn't true that no one cares whether yo^' 
h^ck silk is t)ishionable o| ten years old. They do care fof' 
spell matters in th.c ^circles where 1 am trying to have Flori 
Introduced, it’s simply a dilTcrent audience from the one he^ 
had in former years, and that’s what Pm striving for, a smart, 
elegant, mondaine audience. And if Flo rian can change his 
^tyle and his programmes, 1 don't see why you can’t do some- 
tong about your way of dressing and behaving. Of course, 
you may answer me that one can’t teach new^ tricks to an old 
dog, and 1 reali/e that you're at ti^c wrong side of the fifties, 
hut as 1 said before - 

No, thoLigin Joy, rolling herself another eigaicltc, I didn’t 
really hear or tmJeisiand it, I wasn’t nine yet, but I have 
heard it so often in latei years that my memory is tilling in 
the cavities. That day I only percel\cd dial Mother spoke 
with great sweetness, Inu wuh a swecliicss that giew ever 
Ipiider and harder: rock-candy sw-eeiness. 

“Angelina!” i atlicr called, stridine tovairds licr. “Girl, girl, 
don’t use >![' the eiilire aciviivhcs. leave some lor me, if you 
please!” and Mother subsided. 

“Why, the lovely, lovelv il<>w’ers ” she said and pulled 
up her veil to Inve l ath.er gi.e hei a ki^s. He overlooked the 
inviting little gcstuie. 

^ “T brought liiem lor Niousie,” he said. “Mousic! Wo steckt 
verfliMr 1 1 ciucfi:imt}v } ' Monsie’''” 

;^'^Mousie! Joy thought and smiled a little into tiie cigarette 
^okc as the small shadow' came obediemlv scurrying out of 
past to join Father's. “Well, vou la/y bum, I ihonglit the 
f^pipliments La Princcsse tic Mcrd'al »r.v paid you had gone to 
^ur head vso much you'd not deign to do a [fit of work,” she 
l^id, brichl and merry as ever 

j|!(“You sadistic little monster,” Father replied, “i assume you 
fcught your nine-tailed cal along to make me put juice into 
iTOse bloody variations?” With that he pushed the flowers 
Mfe;lher face, aixl bending way down U> Iter, he kissed her 



|s^6tilder blades. 

^i>*‘Come, dear,” slic said. “Wc seem to be only in the way 

t ere.” That was the morning she tf>ok me to Sit Cloud, to tilig 
,_jtstitut dcs Sociirs dc Ste Thcrese d’AvUe, where I was 
f^hen the parents went on to Belgium, Holland, England. 

I' As for Mousic. after training Hcndrijk Craaven, a young 
Dutchman who looked like a half-baked bun and was the first 
;dne in a long row of not quite satisfactory accompanists, she 
!returned to the United vStates and cvaponitcd quietly; and 
.quietly and secretly l ather would visit her from time to time 
in her lair in Berkeley where she had settled as a music 
teacher. U was always a sign that things at home had become 
a bit too involved and that he needed a brisk mental massage 
and some good strict, invigorating nuisjc talk, bunny, dear old 
Mousic. ‘T oLigh as a nut grater. My Rock ol Gibraltar. My 
conscience.” bather said of her “ blie best IVicnd J ever had, 
with a licart that know liow to lisien . . 

The last time Joy had seen Mousic had been at Father’s 
fuiypral, December 1928. A moss-covcicd, gnat led, tenacious 
dwarf tree, very old, ridiculously liny, swearing under her 
brcalfi all Ihnmgh tiic service, because insiead of his favourite 
,pi’pil, Paul Ib-rner, playing the second niovcmenl of Bach’s 
Conccito in Yi Majc^r, which would have pic ised bather no 
end. The Giils of the Euphonia Cdiib were singing “Abide 
with Me,” and a trillc flat in siipraiios at dial. Mousic did not 
shed a single tear Ixii amidst ihc general cvlubition of sorrow 
she just stood tlierc, looking wind-swcni, and with grim amuse? 
nient on her shiivclkxi lace. Jn place of the pivsc'rihcd words 6f 
condolence, slic only said: “Can’t you hcai blori laugh about 
the great social event, Angelina? I think i can. Bless his sotd 
— he’s well out of llic' whole mess ” 

I'wo weeks later ^he was out of it hcisclf, iiaving died in heit 
sleep as imobliusively as she had lived, leaving for Jo"y* a smafi 
dark void and her life’s savings to the amiumt of S328.64. 

That was another thing Dr. Belirman laid brought to lig^? 
tlic w^ay the people .foy knew and loved as a child had 
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appegx^ one by i^n^, leaving her with a bewfl^einag, ficqse -pf 
sonroWfand ^ss.itnd an early inkling about the instabilify;':^^ 
human relations m general. First people were there and loyedf; 
you and you loved llicin, and then, all of a sudden, they wei^ 

P it there any ^nore. Some fjisappeared quietly and tacit ully, ^ 
ousic had done, or they left in the midst of a great, loud, im# 
^passioned outburst,"' the way Beatrice did. after Angelina had- 
‘galled her a liar, because Beatrice had given the kitchen an 
'account of the Fiie that digres'^cd in a few points from Angel- 
ina’s version. Joy cried inconsolably when the ferryboat car- 
ried Beatrice away (it was soon alter the hire and they were 
still living in Belvedere) and the nursciy \sas never the same 
without Bcalricc's bl.ick sliawl and Joy slept very badly, until 
Mummie earne back and they moved to llte house on Vallejo 
Street. As for Beatrice, “i don't know' whai site's got to com-/ 
plain about, leather found her a place in Sloeklojt and he pays 
her a monthly pensioii on iop (d' it,'’ Angelina said. But then 
Mr. Ballard lost his money and m«iv(‘d U) the ranch ;uid mar- 
ried Mrs. Chvaie/. and Angclma said: ''Maiul, lie must have 
been out ol his nand when lie made that '.Landalous will; I’m 
not sure that Gomez woman didn't ma.kc him drunk or^put 
some drug in his fo(Hl Well, you can be glad lie at least estab- 
lished little Jc>y's trust kmd vshilc oiir dear m<»llier wAs still 
alive to look after things." 

Not all the jX'.ople Joy loved were cii.'>wde(i out Py Angelina. 
Grandpa Ballard lor inslanec simply died, which was not less 
sad, because he w'ould never be there again, and there was a 
room one wasn't lo enter and the ranch house smelled of wet 
leaves and Hovvcrs and also of delicious lilde butter cnokics to 
be offered to the funeral guests. A \ear Icvr Uncle liopper 
;also died, not simpiv bur in :i ratiicr coiip 'a‘''ii!.d mc.nner and 
completely without liowcrs ,:nd buti T conkio. breath in itself 
being a sad, vague something l^cyonu little loy’s conception, it 
|:^wildercd her very inucli that liicre was i:o .’>et rule to it. 
■Again, if was only under Dr. Behrinan's guidance that Joy 
Ijbgan to understand that Uncle Hopper, although hq had died 
natural causes, belonged rather to those w'honi Angelina 
il|il gently shoved out of her w'ay. 
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ite he was all there aind ^ lotj^bf hia^^jj 
"lau^ter; he played and romped witlx Joy better i||pr 
^^body else, he brouiilu her prcsenis, he pivniised her a 
me house v\as liil! of him diirin;^ Ims visits. Hiil'lie was the^ 
^S$ and less, and Angelina told Mummic: “Poor Hopper, hJ 
& not well, you know what I meaii/' and Muniniie said : “Pool 
P^is, you certainly have a cross to bear.” “Poor Mrs. Hopper/- 
People said, whenever they w^erc talking about Angelina, “pool 
^rs. Hopper, and she’s suelj an angel!” Uncle Hopper woulc 
|j>ob up and be well tor a time and Iheii not well again, and ht 
|wcnt on a trip and he came back and he went away, and ther 
went I'ar away, and “Good riddance,” said Mr. O’Shaugh- 
Jliessy, “and lei's la^pc he'il do heller in rubber” Which made 
vToy imagine that Uftclc Hopper had to wear nigh rubber b()Oh< 
and a rubber coal <il[ the lime he was in Brazil. Having 
^dribbled away like this, lie had I'een more or less dead ever 
‘before a telegran} that arrived in tlu- middle ol the night pul 
'a dclinitc end to him, “la Mauaos, and o\' yellow fever, whal 
■a terrible death, Mrs. Hopper.” people said, and Angel- 
ina <sal on the sofa and sobbed (hat she couldn't bear it, no 
*$he couldn't bear the thought of having [ioor dear Clyde's re- 
gains being bnnvpcd and juggled arounii by brutal .stevedores 
let him be buried there atici sleep under the palms of the 
tropics he liad loved so much, and llien she hung curtains ol 
Jblack ere pc aionnd her face, l a ther stood a I llie window, witk 
a cigarette in his mouilt and (me evebrow high up oti his fore- 
bpad, and said " I he only consolatum being that you have 
^ever looked as ra\ishing.ly lovely and helpless as in youl 
widow’s Vvceds. nr\ vkniing.” 

But in llic end it was Mummic who liad left .loy and gone 
and died; about this, and the quarrel between Murnmie an(^ 
Angelina, Joy liad never talked to anvone. Neither as a littK 
girl, nor even at the lime she sought advice frtmi Dr. Bchrmatli 
Vet Maud’s death had completed the pattern, it was the laj^ 
piece in the jigsaw puzzle. And 1 'alher had put his forehead 

IJoy's hair and said, “I wish I w'cre dead, too, little Joy^ r|li 

“Choy,” he pronounced her name, little Choy, Choy Kinder!; 
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‘Tye to watch that foreign AQccnt 

4f ypiirs, Flori/HMother would reprimand him. “PerhapS^^^^u 
Sifiink it^s charmmg, but I assure you it mctkcs you unpoife^.*’ 
'lifter all, you are an American now, why don't you 
talk like one}'? Choy! M^kes her sound like a Chinese siiig’*! 
song girl or something out o\' Ciilheri iiud SuIIi\iin.’' But 30% 
was happy that she had a separate name which belonged t!o| 
her and her father alone. Otherwise there was quite a con-j 
fusion about names when Angelina married l ather and de^^ 
manded to be called Mother and she herself was compelled; 
to shed all her droll litile baby nicknames and turn into 
Daughter or, at best. Daughter Dcsir. 

And now even Mother had tlisappeared. Mother Dear; she 
had been there, spitefully charming and loaihsornely sweet to 
the last, and tfie next moment she had not been there any. 
more. Only that empty platlonn. dial swinging little gate in the- 
railing. Click. Click. Click, (lone -and there the circle closed 
and Joy met hersell again ! hated Motfier and 1 killed her. 
Her mind began to chuul over <'ince more and she quickly 
rolled herself another cigarette. C ome, come now, let’s have 
some clear, cold, logical rctisoning. I had to kill her, ii was' 
necessary, there was lU) other way out. if T hadn't killed her 
she would have chme hei rulhless, liejpicss best, she would 

have ruined Cliailcs and Susan and the children - 

Suddenly tliere was a sharp, jabbing pain, a Hash, a shot, a 
drilling needle was lonchmg a ra/ ni.rxe in hei brain: but 
that’s insane, it isn't ttiie, wluil ever made me believe that 
Charley needed me to save his marriage? C'harlcy doesn’t need: 
me, he d(x:sn't need anyone, he ks a giown-up man, not a baby 
brother, a soldier lie i<, a tighter, he came tlirougli the war un- 
harmed, he is invulnciable. 

She pressed ilie smoke down it to her lungs and held her* 
breath listening into herself, waiting for the all but unbearable, 
moment of lucidity to pass. Why, oh, why do 1 see it now sa 
clearly, and why couldn’t f see it out there on that platform? 

J must have been insane — out of my mind- “demented 

Insane. She shied away from the word, from the very notion 
.that had poisoned and drugged her year after year, ever since 
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I wtm .Mothen foUo^M by<D£ Betrr 

^ “ igudus diagnosis, i'hank God, ther|^was no ambigr 
'^out Charley, no twilight dimming his life, none of. 
^nocturnal tonnents, doubts, shadows. He was a sound;' 
rdy, clear-minded creature of therbright day, /ull of talent 
ideas, yes, but wliolly and pleasantly iprinal. Quite well 
^justed, Joy thought, a bitter little smile bracketing her 
ptouth at the trite, overused expression from the popularized 
|$ychol()gical vocabulary; but then, his childhood was of the 
Mdrl to build up a good strong immunity against Mother’s 
ISiall injections of venom. 

b She opened tlic palms of licr hands as lliough she were un» 
polling a fabric, a piece of the loosely woven textile that was 
;lier life, to study its colours, pick up a thread at random and 
.^uil it out, and l(K)k at it with closed eyes, at t!ic thread that 
/was childhood and growing up and, foremost, Cliarley. 

A frolhy ostrich boa, a nililcd. pleated, jel-cmbroidcred 
^Cape under w'hich Mother gallantly concealed her [>regnancy, 
'^ecause: “blori, I would not dream o\' letting you down, I 
jSjhall be at every concert- look how small 1 am still, nobody 

"Will notice anyiliing indecent il I wear my boa like this ” 

'and Father said, a hltk tired' "But, niy dearest darling, can’t 
you sec "that it makes me iior\ous to know you're there? All 
'tjte time while Fm playing, Fm expecting the usliei to shout; 

there a doctor in the house?' I’m Inmnted by visions of our 
jphild being precipitately anvl highly indecently born in the 
Jgreenrocjm while I’m sweating my way througii vSarasate’s 
^‘Sgeunerwcisen' and it doesn't make me play any better, I 
Assure you.” 

But Mother braved the Lt)ndoii season and the bumpy 
'dressing, and Charley t:onsidcraieiy entered the w'oiid between 
■Reasons and at home, in the house on Vallejo Street. (“1 didn’t 
Ijhink you Victorians knew about planned babies!” Susan 
^Would tease Motlici, who ignoied the impudent jibe.) He was 
and hca^'y and sleepy and hungry, he had a dark fuzz on 
head at llrsl, then he grew bakiheaded, and finally, he 
Emerged with Father's green eyes and Mother’s blonde curls, 
when he was put in Joy’s arms for the first time hdl 
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bunched her pij^iorc in hiS lists and began to suck; It J0X, jMst 
pasf eight, hafi^i|C)t known that you could love anybody or 
thing with such Stormy cnchanlincnl, .sucli*compIctc delight;;.^- 
$lle loved this w^arm, live, crying, grinning, kicking, suclcinj^ 
and througH and throuj/i miraculous little brother of hdtM 
There was a lilllc^placc at the back ol_ his neck which smell^ 
deliciously like apricots till he was three, when it began to smellj 
like little boy, which was also wonderful Charley was hardly" 
three months old wiien he was shipped to riurope for the fall 
season and left behind in Grandnicrc’s exuberant care, while 
Joy was torn away from her little brother - an amputation that 
made her feel like bleeding to death -to be temporarily parked 
with Fraiilcin von Schotze in Dresden. ''And don’t forget. 
Daughter Dear, that your father’s name means something to 
the whole world, and behave so tint wc may be proud of you,” 
Mother said with tears in her eyes. It was a word frona. 
Mother’s vocabulary which haunted Joy all through childhood 
and adolescence. It was a v/ord like a wlnp: I'r.oun. It was 
something you cviuld never hope to h\e up to, hard as you 
tried, and that made you constantly feel gaiilty and inadequate. 
You had chapped hands, your feel grew t('o fast and too big, 
you got poor grades in arithmetic nothing to be pj^oud of;, 
Father received tepid reviews and Charlc} cauglit the whooping 
cough--a disgiacc to the celebrated name ot Ambros! Some- 
where in the background of Mother's life a little clique of her 
contcmporaiics was romping about, collcciively known as The 
Girls Its members were intercliangeable bill its character and 
functions stood firm. Mother was exceedingly cosmopolitan 
during those restless years of concert tours, but no success was 
full if The Girls back home were not intormed of it; and the 
worst thing about any failure w'as the fear liial The Girls might 
somehow get wand of it. 

“Three cheers for the compeiiti\c spirit of American woman- 
hood. The sting of the scorpion, poor little animal, which — or 
so the Greeks claimed- -would frequently kill itself by mis- 
take,” Father remarked, his eyebrows raised in •amusement^ 
'UUd deprecation. 

Joy saw and observed much, she understood some of it, but 

195 



sh6 jeve^-h^ad time 
herself quite at home in any liinguage'of.^hy 
^fiS^ienna, Dresden, Paris, St. Cloud, Lafisa.'ine, Hamp? 
ii'back to San I-rancisco, and back to Tairopc again fof 
rtiext season A chain of woman lc^<Jici.s, sonic /villi slightly 
Silistic tcntlcncics, sonic ovcrllowing wilh^llic greedy scnli- 
titality of ilic chiUhess Tcmalc, all of liicm friisiralcd in one 
ay or anollici . I laiilcin \on Scho.i/c. I lan \oii Ranken, Merc 
itlric-Cclcstc, Madame Rivoirc, Miss Blylhc, Miss Warrens, 
iss Elthwaitc. A lip-pursing, spidcr-tingcrcd c-r else balloon- 
somed, doiiblc-cliinncd poi trait nailery in Joy's incniory. 
lell of chalk, blackboa.nl, ink, of cohi incense, disinfectants, 
pjrm suits. Empty heavy early morning stomach in chapel, 
ihilly d(n-milt)ries, blue Sunday imiforms with starched white 
&]lars. Being mauhed in prim crocodile formalioii, along a 
to a cliurcli, to a museum, in a park. Reading forbidden 
|)Ooks, harbouring 1 orbidden thoughts After lights-out, niunch- 
'&g of vSecretly proem cd chocolate bars, whispering from bed 
'to bed, Somcliiiies a budding friendship with another of the 
?"ilprooted children that never had lime to come into bloom. 
{JSHost pf the girls kepi diaries, but Jov, shy of words, made 
fc^rawings instead. 

All this was called. education 

J. Yet at last theie always arrived a day when bather's season 
l^2LS over and the family was scooped up to set sad for San 
^rancisco, and tliere came two or even ihiee blissful months 
iwth Fatlier and ('hariey, and, o,f com so. Mother too. If there 
'^as no reason loi Mc^lher to be prinici of them, Joy and 
iiSJharlcy were extremely proud of Mcnher, at leasi as long as 
^ey were children Idieirs was the jnciliesi iiKVdicr, always 
Jjeautifully dressed and smelling like nig'U-ld(M)ming jasmine. 

had smallci hands and feet than anyone else, a fact that 
i^adc Joy, who suddenly shot up and grew' out of all propor- 
‘^on, feel an imsightly clumsy lummox and filled her witj^deep 
"jppntrition. FerNcntly she wished to de\elop some traits to 
pakc Mother Proud of her, but the more she grew up the less 
pe was llicre for either herself or bather to reach the difficult 
a], and only Charley kept the banners flying. 
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wo6%Ms Itet bluefttfeb^ a 
hbrse show at t )e Vienna TattersalFs and through 'the ye^ hp 
proceeded to Ifing home trophies and prizes and cdmV^llI 
first in contests, scholarly as \\ell as athletic ones. Very ea:^ly^ 
figures and||niniihers fa^:aia!ed inin and snc^n he wandertiS 
fearlessly and sceiirely through, ih.e Ixwildering nia/e of aritli^ 
melic in which his big sister still got shamefully lost. “It’s a 
he inherited from the llaliard side/' Mother would announce^ 
“He's gelling mtne aiul more like my poor I'atlicr, bless hi| 
soul. Just wail and see, Cdtarlev is going to make money, and 
lots of it." llowe\cr, when Charley's gift turned to the abstract 
realms of malltemalies, balher remarked with a certain relish;;, 
“I’m not so sure that trigonometry will get him very far on the 
stock maikct." By the lime Charley ^ix he could write iix 
a childish. large, h.il very exact he.nd, althougli he steadfastly 
rcluseai i*' read mid had iv» patience wain imry (ales and simi? 
lar nonsave lie could spe.ik a Ian I rciieli aiui (.jrandmerc’i^ 
Viennese vcimoii (^f (/leianan aixl, as it turned out much latet^ 
he had in liicse early years filled ins e>es and mind with th^ 
noble proportions oT l!ic gieal buildings in whose shadows hd 
had grown up in Kurope during (he concert seasons. 

“We arc blackbirds, you and I/' he onee Udd Joy, “yoi| 
know about hlackbird.m don't you'^ ftlaekbirds !ly aw'ay in fall 
Hnd come back Cvcrv spring. I bet their children imderstancj 
French and German teto. /\nd Aiiican." lie stood before her* 
firmly planted on ins musculai little boy's legs, his sockai 
rumpled, a smudge o^i his mise. his b.ands in his pockets, his 
forehead screwed up, the first lionl t('e.ili missing: a challenge: 
with an undertow oi wi^lfiilne\s J(^y wanted badly to kiss hiiUi 
31* touch him. reassure hint, but '.he li.ad on to lieiself and did 
nothing nf the kiitdi Site only knew' that she anti Ch.ailey w'cre 
something ajxirt frt'm all the te-'i of llte world, for who els6 
would understand wJt.at it nieanl to be blackbirds' children?' 
There stielt a cltwc belongmg-togeiher in knowang so many 
things and keeping them between them and never speaking 
ibout them — things no one else could know 
, Father’s moods, for instance, or the way his voice got deeper 
^hen he didn’t want to show that he wsas angry, and the sound 
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of ^ si^ dpwn 

in the dark like a blind mail The squeak 
^^^libdse board of 'the fifth step from the ufper landing foi 
one could be quite homesick abroad. And the little dog 
had seen in a shop and de^vired more tl^n anything 
on earth and wiiicli they couldn’t have J)ccause you can’t 
a pup on a coiiclmI tour or into boardiny school. There 
ijivere a thousand iluiiiis only slie and Charley knew; the 
jitrident soni's r\ the market Vvomcn arcnind ih.e ITciliaus, the 
|temy way compartments looked on biiropeaii trams, the best 
^ethod of currying tavour with a grumpy deek steward, and 
fitat the firemen blew a Irurnpel in Vienna, but rang a bell in 
piarscillc. And that llie posters with Fatlicr’s name didn't get 
^ the walls by themselves but that tltey cost money and 
Mother said she’d gladly ]Kiy for it. if it would only do any 
good, and bather stood with ins lace to the window and his 
ha!nds clasped behind his back and made as if he were whist- 
ling. And that we never b-ad luck willi the maids, because 
^ou can’t get good domestics for jusi three montlis and, deal 
Jthe, we can’t alFord to keep them on ’' hilc we're ahre^ad. And 
?bnly you and Charley knew the siens of Mother's headache 
■^ays and the days wlien lua* iicari fell bad, and tiic days wher 
had' belter slay*(uu c'f her vva.y altogether. Tt v/as this that 
brought you closer than other lu'others and ststers and set yoc 
'apart from them: Blackbirds’ C hildren. 

' As Joy was so much older than her brother, her aw^arenesj 
^ their being diirerent was much sliarper and a little sad anc 
jshe sometimes fell sorry for Cdiaricy and tilled with the fierce 
iwish to protect him, cover him, defend him --she didn’t quite 
know against what. But Charley was far from needing her pro- 
’lection; he was a little fighting-cock, a game little fellow whe 
“planted his hard little fists straight into anyone who would no 
!take him seriously. Indeed once, Charley, four years old, bea 
;iip a scvcn-ycar-oid fellow’ wiio had had the nerve Jto cal 
[itwelve-year-old Jew a sissy, and he emerged from the fight wit! 
.^■bleeding nose but flying colours. I'his gallant exploit tool 
^|acc in the nursery of the boat on which they had lef 
|!|^gland in the summer of 1914, a week after the war 
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declared;,%l!fgh-^^ whipping the seas, and the- boat was 
pvistcrowded wit?i hastily returning citizens of the U-iS-A^i 
. "^It was the las> crossing for a long time* to come, and ‘16^5 
tfiused that a war that made people go home to Vallejo Sti^t^ 
stay putiwas rather^ fine thing. Except that it becarflj&JJ 
there dilhcultnhan ever for Mother to be Proud. In fact it sooj| 
was almost a disgrace lo know German, and you’d better for^i 
get it, dear, and you mustn’t talk so much aooiit Dresden an<S.: 
Grandmcrc in Vienna. No, they arc not our enemies, actually^-.; 
we arc a neutral nation, but they're Huns anti Vandals, just 
read in the newspajicrs aliout the outrages they’re commit** 
ting and we dtnft want people to misunderstand us, do we. 
Daughter? Joy Hung herseli desperately between her littler 
brother and a world growing intnc iioslile by the month. 

You had to fight 11 ouh Joy m school and Charley in kinder-.; 
garten. He would ethnic htnne with bumps a.nd scratches andy 
in a purple rage. “7 hey s.iv 1 smell of kraut, d hey hold their, 
noses. I told them bxyv slink ol foul hsh. So we fight.” He;; 
fought, he grew sea. : h'C an old warrior, hut lie didn’t cry.:, 
Joy took it upon herseh' ,o mars h him to Mesdames RileyV 
Kindergarten aiid have it out with them. T^io two old sisters-/ 
were of an extreme 'icntih! > and prv>mised lo uphold in future'; 
the peace among their fioek : indicating on the tnher ht?nd thatj 
Charley was a very aggro* '^ive little b(w, \cry :iggrcssive, in- 
deed— and who iiad bot'omc thin-skinned and sharp of;' 

hearing, Iclt ilial what ihe oiii iache's thougliL but did not say 
was that Charievks being agarcs^i\e aijd tjuarrelsOTne was de- 
cidedly (rerr.Mn and B(Khe. And a I'ew' weeks later Cliarley 
brought home a lettL'r in vvhlc’n the Misses Riley deeply re- 
gretted being unabie to keep Master Ambros in their estab- 
lishment any longer as Ite was a constant .source of rcstiveness 
among their otherwise so pcaccf il little ^.iiargcs. Although 
Charley seemed exceedingly Iiag.py about this abrupt ending to* 
his kindergarten career, Joy feU t'hat now it was up to her to- 
S^ve him from lurllier rebulfs and keep him pleasantly occu-. 
pied. It seemed urgently necessary to maKc of .Charley a 
Ipgular American fellow before he entered grammar school, 
IfjBjerwise life would be a chain of deprecating insinuations anci 
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t-tlien, regular fellows had regular-fellow fathers, and that' 
where the rub eamc in. Not oijiy was I allij^r not a real' 
erican, he was aKo a finnoiis \iolinisl wluv.e hands — as 
pthcr alwa\s '^aid were the only eapiuil he possessed, 
^hat the hca liiisV" he a'^ked when |vni ol' Charley’s 
:>rting ec{nipinenl came luinblmg from the liali closet. ‘‘That? 
6i! Well- il's jus! a bau Fatlier.” lie turned it in his long 
gers and chuckled “And 1 always tlunight a bat was a 
animal Vv'ilh iunny wiug^. hangs upside dowai in daytime 
[ is apt to fly in ladies’ hair at niglU." he said. Joy went forth 

t ld watched llic big boys play baseball until she thought her- 
If cai)ablc of leaching Charley the fundamentals. “Oh, go 
^l&ase a butterlly/’ said L harley, who had a mind I'f his own and 
p)und being trained by a girl e\en more shame.lul than being 
^llcd a Kraut. In liie end it vvCiS Mr. 0\ShaughiU‘ssy. Mother’s 
|hddy and bi'isteious friend, who took Charley in Jiand. 

¥; On rainy days, however, Charley loved to watch Joy fiddle 
l^ith crayons and water cohairs and after a while the creative 
j^jge was on him and iic toi'* began to make drawings of his 
li^n. It ‘^as always, a house he skctclicd, in front of which a 
^^lltlcriian in a sliiniim lop hat led a little dog on a leash. At first 
i[t~was a very simple <md lopsided liouse with two w'indows, a 
^Por, and smoke curling from a brick ciuiimcy. By and by this 
Ppuse grew more elaboiale, it gained m si/c, structure, per- 
lliective, and design throughout the years; and by the time 
^harley was sixteen it had expanded into l\'»iders full of floor, 
plans, ideas, sketches of almost blueprint exactness, vistas of 
l^uildings and wihhc streets, some of them from a dimly remem- 
bered Europe, others pointing into a streamlined future of 
l^ass and steel. And Charley knew that he was going to be an 
^chitect. 

llj.jBut all Ibis came much later and in between lay the aouded 
ars before and during and after the war. The closer thQ> 
jdted States pushed- or were pushed- towards it, the nior^^" 
vous and irritable Mother crew. Poor Mother, married tai|‘ 
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man who had four brothers fighting on- the side. 6f .thfeiSun. 
Shefret'ted andwoitied, and suffered and ate herself 'up'0i;^c^%; 
less,' scattered, fytilc little actions, designed to rub out'"^^ 
of her husband’s being a foreigner. But it always caa^, 
^through. The 7 c was Fathers name, for instance: whoever 
'^de of Austnii had hcanrof a man being ehristened Floriai^ 
Joy’s large feet, fof instance, the way siie had learned in Dre$t, 
den to make a curtsy which was regrettably dilTcrcnt fronC^, 
the true Anglo-Saxon curtsy. German labels were ripped from 
Mother’s coat bougjit in Berlin, and Charley's little Tyrolean 
leather shorts Iticked away in a mink He lmitic f joining to Joy: 
"‘Old people aie all eia/y," ite dcelaicd, “llicy don’t know what 
they want. GranJmcrc sa\s I must kiss every lady’s hand and 
Mother sa>s she‘11 hop me on the head if I do, but Father 
does, he does kiss the hands of ladies, and what is a fellow 
to do? You Icil me, Joy.” Bill Je-y herseK was lloundering in 
the deep, mudily wak'rs of I'orcign Relations. 

There was (liis palhciie ieMles‘'ness that spread out froitf 
Mother un(i! it filled e\ery ni'fok and corner of the bouse, 
father only smiled and suikK a icvv eliords on the piano. 
“Brahms’ Requiem, you hsard i: in Dresden, rcmcn^ber? 
h . . und iiuhhcn Mch we/ o'/ee/»/k//e Vnrnhc . . * ” he said 
in the foiidddcn Cieiman “ 1 hai's what the Bible Sails it, 
Choy : \icl vcrychUi he i iifni’r A,c\ make Cu' themselves 
much futile iimesi 

Of course, there were m.niy nuniciatc voices amidst the 
Spreading psvehosis, Wii niodera-.ion is by ils very nature never 
as loud as ranatiei‘''m “You aic iunnv pco{dc, you y\mcricans,” 
Father would say “Superlative in everything Superlative in 
"eommori sense. Superlatixe in idealism. Ami now' superlative 
.'in emotionalism, w'hich is a dangerous thing, it’s a runaway 
;Jlorse without the bridle of liuHigh'^ and inlelligenec.” It mad© 
^Mother furious w^hen he said: “You Americans.’' Perhaps 
^that’s why lie sa>s it, Jo> thouaiu with tfie high-strung sensi- 
urleen years. Not as if there had not been 
German blond in this their cosmopolitan San 
ere was Anglo-Saxon; but the old German 
each other in showing their patriotism and 
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l;^y r6d-))lbpde4.^ 

feo, fo^ soiutibn and she begged* ahd '^ff^ 
^|gi||^y'-and cried until the Chinese water tort^fre of her silen^V. 
j!j|ri|>ping tears made a hole in Father. “All right, all righC’ hb 
i^bbuted — and it was very rare Ibr^Fatiicr to raise his voice, 

t it I’ll make a hell of an ambulance driver/^^and if that’s 
at Fm ending up to be 1 might as well 'have saved myself 
m fighting with my family and started my career as a 
ody, stupid, goddamned tin s(ddion Come, Choy, let’s take 
|i;^;Walk.” and he slammed out of the house and strode off, 
j^ithoiiL a hat as usual. Neither did Joy have time to grab hers, 

P it she kept in step v ith him until he stopped at the top of 
yde vStreet, threw his cigarette away, and took a deep breath. 
“No Enchanted Forest to drop our bundles, what? But it’s 
^beautiful here, and 1 love it, and 1 hate to liave myself shipped 
Overseas. J liatc ii and 11! make a mess of an> thing that isn’t 
iinusic, you can bet on that,” he sauL 

“Why do you go tiicn, Fatiier? W'eVc not even in the war 
'^et. And” -and well miss you. Charley and I.” 

He kK)kcd at her with a wry smile and looked away again, 
bver the bay, “F'or atavistic reasons, if you know what 1 mean. 

man likes to be thought a ctnvarti, it's a peculiar masculine 
^eaknei’s, but there you are, KimUriy 

“But-- you arc ” 1 don’t ({uite know li<wv to express it. You 
a musician. Mousie says musicians live in another dimen- 
I mean ” 

f;;“You mean being a musician makes me a bit less than a 
&an— not quite a man? I hafs no: very haltering, Choy. 1 can 
be blackmailed as well as the next fellow into doing what I 
don’t like to do. IXm’t let's talk about it. Look --it’s beautiful 
—look ” 

Look, Flilher would say every so often, and you could see., 
^Listen — and you could hear. 

.The bay was in its best and. clearest emerald mood. Contra 
Costa on the other shore green with the new spring, and Yerba« 
iBuena Islapd delicately etched into the seascape; farther 
shore line was w'ashing its feet in the Pacific, and far 
not quite real. Mount Tamalpais carrying the sky on 
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purple ^Jhoulder.'The filing fleet was but but a swaying forest 
b^ masts' and chimneys seamed the Embarcadero, fenyfeoate; 
SiCUttled across smooth surface like slow water beetles, 
small while sailing craft seemed^ to stand still and look at theit* 
'bwn reflcctiotis in the mirror of the bay. Two white-bosomei^5 
Schooners in Xill rigging ^ferc slowly and proudly making them 
way through the uoldcn Gale, gliding on a beam of molten] 
metal towards the blinding sun in the west. “Look, Choy,*’^^ 
said Father. “Listen ” 

There were the voices of vSan Francisco: the steady muffled 
roar of downtown, harsh cry of seagulls riding on the breeze 
like scattered bits of white and brown paper; ]’)olyglot calls of 
street vendors, grumbling and clanking of the cable cars, and 
a deep-chested bellowing conversation between two large 
steamers mana'uvring into their berths. In the streets the high-; 
stepping staccato ol carnage horses on ci'bblestones, auto-;: 
mobiles grinding up the steep hills, their complaint drowned* 
by the frantic and >et merry signals of iwo fire-engines racing 
down Sutter Street, and the tiap-trap of boys running after.; 
them for all they \\erc wonh. Somewhere an organ-grinder 
with his sijucaky, toothless ten Icring. of liic “Anvil Cljf)rus”^, 
and somewhere an Italian ^i^ging “Santa Lueia,” and some- 
where a child {ila\ ing ii C’emenli sonatina at an openVindoWj 
and someone wliistiing in the street liciow, and “Yes, IVe’ 
come to io\c this city,” l adict said, “A bahy giant with a dirty, 
face, but i lO/Ve it, ergo 1 lia\e to go away and do my little' 
share of sluoid things iii the :dl-ovcr stupidity of the war. Well^ 
it seems that nivin is a hghting species of animal and has to,' 
kill, as he has to cat, sleej). and propagate. Sometimes 1 won- 
der which species is going to take over after the last handful 
of homo non sapiens hei\c dc^ cured each (Hhcr. The ants?,, 
The bees? The patient that builds corals at the bottom 
of the sea? Well, Choy,” he said, coming out of his miisingf 
“Lei’s gp home and tell .Mother how smart she looks in het 
,Red Cross uniform. And, Choy- tliis was by way of our own 
^j^rivatc farc-thce-well. lake care of Charley wijile we arc^ 
Overseas. Take good care of yourself, child. You are quite 
^cious to me “ 
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ijte first time Joy" did" not like her and- wis 
fied of the untoward antipathy and fel* t>uilty about ff:' 

g fley seemed not ereatly touehed by the oceasion. Oril^ 
n Joy look him Jo'An ihc Peninsula lo the Grey Fox. 
lary vScIkuiI iukI siiJ L'iHulbye lb him did l:c cry. He did" 
riot cry like a cinld, this belt'' ed little brother of hers, but like' 
fe.)Cnan: grim, soundless, ashamed, with aveited face, and only' 
shaking ol his sht)iildo»‘s betraying him. 

»‘‘ril visit yoLi, Charley, I'll ask Miss Kithw^aitc for week-end 
Save, and '\e’!i go lo ihe house, and I'll cook for you, and' 
®erc’ll be Christmas vacations," she said, helpless before his 
^aturc litllc bo\'s grief. “Ihe war won t last and soon we’ll 
l&il be together age. in 

Charley in his little uniloim, (he poll-, lied lc<iiher licit, the cap 
ppt at a smart angle, cpaulcltes on his bioadening shoulders, 
^adg^cs of distincticni on chest .ind slcc'cs; he would carry a 
il^owing eolleclion of trophic.', lo Valle iv» Street and stand 
(grinning belore the standaid cups auid shiny almost gold urns: 
IfArcn't they ugly? Aren't tliey just too terrible for words?” 
IPjf epurse tiiey were, but how vvonderlul of Charley, seven 


fears old, to notice and make fun of it “You remember, Joy, 
fehen l\vas little?'” he said to liei on a Thanksgiving when 
^ousie had invited tl>cm “\oii remember, Je)y, when I was 
pve or so. I had a notion tiial 1 would grow up fast while you 
|i^Ould slop growing, so thai we could get married?'’ 

' ^“Wcll.>’' Joy asked. 

/'“Well, I have changed my mind. Big Sister," he said, and he. 
Ifooked amused. aJuiosi like Idilhcr. 

'That’s loo had, Cdiariey. I eoimlcd on ir. N(nv Til probably 
:;omc an old maid," said Joy, iecling unaccountably dis: 
a^nissed, feeling C'haricy moving aw'ay from her. At first they'-' 
Kiad been more closely bound together than ever during these^; 
'^ears when the parents were somewhcic in Europe,, on th^^ 
fringes of the war, and while Joy always remained the older:' 
©ne, the oiv: responsible for her little brother, the distance oil 
Ifime between them had seemed to shrink. Then, all of a su^| 
^n, it widened rapidly, unbridgeably, as Joy became a yoc 
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girl and Charley grewJnto'what she had fervently wished him, 
to be:‘ a regular guy. 

/.The more theinilitary school shaped him into the stand^f^^ 
mould, the farther away he went from her; il was what 
ly^auted and -'el it hurt, w^ometimes she caught hersel*’ guilifi]^- 
■Wishing that vtharj^cy mignt not be quite so self-reliant, strong 
, healthy; it was, she realized, a \ery selhsh wish and she kept^ 
t strict rein on heiself. How'cver, he might come down witl| 
'the measles, or perhaps mumps, nothing really painful oft 
dangerous, if be would just tali ill enough to need her. But 
Charley went through the usual children's diseases without- 
any fuss, without even letting licr know of it. When she was 
sixteen slie dreamed of becoming a nurse in a leper colony; it; 
seemed a highly commendable and picturesque vocation fora 
lonely child. But bv the tunc the parents retunied, she knew 
that she would liave to be .'i painter- or nothing at all. . . 'J 


Joy reached for the Hull Durjiam and mechanically rolled^ 
herself another cigarette Nothing at all. then, she thought,' 
Almost unconsciously she absorlKxi the fine bluish pattern of 
the smoke under llie sp.arsc single light overhead. On tlie stona 
floor, too, were moving patterns, (liluni/ shadows of t\voinoths*‘ 
thumping thick-headed <U'ainsi the glass oveihead. And theri 
she stood with Charley at the Oakland Station waiting for thd 
train tlial bioiiglu 1 ather and Mother back - and a moment 
later she knew why today, leaving from that same station, she 
had had to kill Moihci llati lo trv to kill her, m any case, 
'Because since the moment td' that arrival the struggle over 
Charley Iiad been on between licr <ind Mother. During those 
years after the war there had bee., fall and decline all around 
Mother and the only thing (o stand np and feed Mother^S 
ambitious and make her I’Konn was Charley. Mother loved 
^him and did not care, probably never even realized, that her 
^ove was a voracious, destructive thing. (Mother loves me like 
|tiie silkworm loves the mulberry leaf, diaries himself had once 
lii^marked.) Whereas Joy had tried, and tried hard, to weed 
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e^otl^ inight'^a^ve -been.left in 
i^^rjjfjit^re'was a line in Rosenkavalier which Father ~bf^ 
‘^^roflSd and had cvtn written into the autog.<iph book of 
'^dlescencc : 

Mil Iicchlcn HLiendcn 
iiehinen unci halten, 
hiiUen Lind lasscn 
!\1il leichtcn Haendcn, 

VVer nicht so 1st 

den St raft das Leben 

Und Ciolt ei bainict sich seiner nieht. 

“Witli easy }iands-™to take and to hold, to hoid and let go — 
'IWith easy hands- else hie wiij punish and God will have no 
inercy on thee, . . 

fy In those troiihled \’cars after the war Mother's hands had 
^becn heavy on Charles; grabbing, possessive hands, tiny, soft, 
evil hands, and thank God and all His angels, thought Joy, 
^lat he had conic away undamaged. Gone away, got himself 
scholarship, worked i'oi a living when there was no money, 
:Sold piaga/inc subscriptions, vacuum cleaners, waslicd win- 
?iows, strung wires, anything. Did what he wanted, became an 
?^rchitecl, mairied-thc girl he loved. Charley, my little brother, 
idoh’t you see that i had to do il'^ 1 could not stand by and let 
Ber destroy cvcM'ything you have built for yourseil? 
f But no, Joy lemembered, he is not m\ little brother any 
longer; to Charley all of Mvither's machinations and rnan- 
■•CBUvres are no more than a joi^e. He had always laughed them 
— she could hear his good-natured laughter, sec him pat 
“Mother's shoulder: What's co(^king in your little cauldron 
*tbday, weird mother? Fye of newt and toe of frog, double, 
double, toil and tunible? A line frotn one of his letters 
‘sprang to her mind: No reason at all to worry about the 
'Undersigned, vSchweslcrhcr/, there’s hardly any danger in this 
lousiness and the occasional little discomforts just help tq 
^duce my^ waistline. (The little discomforts consisting of 
^ing dropped by parachute behind tlie enemy lines to dd 
Iris bit in French and German.) Jesus, no, Charley, you dok^ 
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began to^remblc. The dog put his •forepaws 
piees and wanted to lick her fpce; she stared into his 
JiBtense, ill-matched eyes and he stared into hers. “God, 

:^d,” she wiiispercd. Gf)d help me if Motlicr was right 
along. Perhaps it is true. Perhaps 1 am insane. Perhaps 1 hav©-' 
been insane for many years without know'ing it, but she kne#; 
it and wanted to protect me from myself; that's perhaps why 
she never let me go trom her side: she knew' all the time that 
something in me miglu snap or break and set me off on a 
trail of horror 

She put her face into the dog’s warm yellow coal and tried 
to cry, but inept as she was at it, n(^ tears would come to her 
relief; only a dry whispciing sob tis she breathed the forsaken 
name into the dog's pelf bred. bred. Don’t l)elieve it, Fred; 

it isn’t true, it can't be true, please, bred 

. , thin ice, (lioy," bather had said, “we all are walking 
on very thin ice; it lakes a lot of iancy skating to keep on top 
of it and not crack through into the nasty chaos ot a nervous 
breakdown. . . 

If Father had snircrcd a nervous breakdown during or after 
the war, it must have been a sv)uiidless one and well concealed; 
But when he came Ikuiic irom over there in PM9 he was 
very changed man, wiili thin, hlelcss grey hair, stooped on 
days when his aiihriiis w.is very bad, less tali than before, top 
old for his >cars. He would stand at the window and drum on 
it with his swollen, crippled lingeis, drum tiie rhythms of con- 
cert pieces h.e was never to play again. He would stare at these 
fingers as if to hypnotize them back to their fonner agility* 
he would examine tiicin (wer and over: sv)mc days they 
.seemed better and then again w' irse, a sickly polished shine 
on the tight red skin (ner the inllamcd joints and knuckles: 
He kne;tdcd his lingers, rubbed Ihcm, pidled them, moved 
them. “Does it hurt. Father?” “Not much, Choy, not worth 
Mentioning.” "\Souyenir de F ranee F he called, his fingers 
(^ow. “Maybe this new treatment with bee stings will do the 
Mck. . . 
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n<i^^$^eatment'h^^^ not tried;' at ft|isf,.%eJegi|tiT 
jie^ r^ommen^ by doctors who in an ii&less way 
that one or‘^the other might do som® good, althou^ 
Jiftbdy had yet discovered cirhcr cjuise or cure for the cripr; 
png misery. Later came ilic (juacl^s, the miragde doers, thd 
Sdth healers, the paleiU medicines, oils and rahmt furs, poni- 
es and sallJcss food, this and that and another thing, and; 
^fery time Lather believed for a week or two in the new^ 
||erapy because lie so desperately wished to believe. On the 
in his study stood the vic>lin case; he would open it and 
Mdderly undress the Rinprcss, lift the instrument to his chin, 
P|id with the sweep oi the great violinist he would poise the 
^bw over the strings for a second before he began to play, 
pe could still play, Idvirian Amliros, of course he could play. 
®Ut not well enough r<'»r an audience and certainly not well 
Enough for h.is own standards. "Tlie> made a few blunders in 
|}od’s bookkeeping department/’ lie would say. ‘1 had a 
IJuddy, Judd Branlcy. \vlu> was a postman; he lost both legs; 
‘Naturally 1, being a fiddler, got my hands crippled.’’ 
p"“You must lead that article in tlie Atlantic Monthly, 
P^UgcVna/’ he would say some other day, his left eyebrow 
|tigh up^ on his wrinkled forehead, “in the Auvergne they 
l^und some prehistoric skeletons who weic also arthritic, the 
^bor fellows. But then, I presume, to a caveman it didn’t 

{natter so much wdiethcr he could play in concerts or not- ” 

j'^For a v/hile Mother was pointedly cheerful, pumping 
fiptimism into Lather at all Imuis and husybudying all over 
place. “This year’s season is oxer, anvwav, and by next 
you’ll be all right again; just make a slow start, why don’t' 
play something sim[)lc, die audiences like it better, any- 
than all your heavy slulL What you need is to build 
|ip your self-assurance again I talked to 7 he Girls about; 
It,/ Caroline Brooks’s sisler-mdavv is now president of the; 
Puphonia Club, and Irma ITankcl has got hcrselBon the*; 
feogramnie Committee of the Tliursday Afternoon Society;,;'. 
I^ey give musicals from time to time, and what about thate| 
l^efit of the Junior League-— you could play that Thing b;s^ 
Ji&Ch on the G striiig, that’s easy, isn’t it ” 
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He played the .Thing by Bach' tfef ore' the/ ladies jof .the 
Euphoma Club, he' played once in public and never 
ain neither a chjtrity case nor a lady’s iap'dog.” he said ia?4 
;\vhite-lipped rage, “and if it’s ai matter of carnir.g money Fd 
gather fiddle at a street jijrner and go around with my h^ 
J^at would atlleas^be honest.” He packed the Empress away" 
and through his newspaper friends he let San Francisco kno^ 
that he was willing to take on a select group of gifted students/ 
And that was the end ot the glamorous career of the great' 
Florian Anibros. 

To Mother it was the hardest blow of her life: all lustre 
rubbed olf, no more cosmopolitan splendour, no food for her 
hungry ambitions. ‘‘When I married you 1 didn’t dream I 
would someday be l!ie wife of a music teacher,” she was 
heard murniiirmg. She still had Hopper's star sapphires and 
her chinchilla wrap, but her good Parisian pre-war dresses had 
gone out of fashion and even licr I>cautiful hair which had 
given her so nineh distinclion became a thing of yesterday in 
this rude postwar world of thin legs, free love, and shingled 
heads. The only thing left to brag about to The Girls were* 
Charley’s cver-grow ing collection of trophies and his ^ood 
grades in rnathem<itics and geometry. But if Mother J>ccame' 
once more \cry \isibly and osicniatiousiy a martyr as in 
Uncle Hopper's times, slic was a niosi gallant one, and by 
and by she began to rallv'. “Well manage somehow,” she 
would announce, “even t’nongh Tm only a foolish little person 
1 always did have a good head for figures; just let me handle 
things and we'll manage. Tet's say you give only twenty 
lessons a week and clia rgc twenty dollars per lesson — and 
then there is the four thousarul interest Irom Joy’s trust 
fund ” 

‘T wouldn't dream of Ujuclung Choy's money,” Father 
shouted. “She’ll darn well use it for her studies. I’ll give ten 
jfepssons a -day if it's necessary to keep us alloai and I’ll take 
jfpr them whatever I can gel. Don't forget, Angelina, that for 
n^sons known only to God w'calthy people as a* rule have 
talent and talented people have little money; we’ll just 
liSe to cut our budget to the bone. But Choy is going to art 
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^evcr done any harm as a foundation,'^' 

^Merryl is a dfccent teacher otherwise, (^ater Choy iffflajr 
tt to go to Paris on her fc,ur thousand and study the real 
ig. The child has talent, she ha^eyes, she sees thinss hi^ 

way ” • ^ 

Well, that’s the limit ! Art school, of all things ! She’ll smell 
turpentine and have dirty lingernails and wear no corset 
a time when a girl ought to pretty up and learn to be 

E arming, go to cotillions and dances, meet substantial young 
5n and have a suitor or two ” 

One of Angelina’s Iiopelul schem«^s was that by some miracle 
|her bony, long-legged, ungainly, and reticent stepdaughter 
'Would at the a]')[)ropnate moment and, as it were, overnight 
.change into a winning creature of charm and beauty, a bom 
'{belle of the ball who in the natural and desirable course of 
events would marry a millionaire and put the family on the 
',map once more, d'hcie were tears and a major light and Joy 
iclt guilty at adding another disappointment to Mother’s bur- 
den, but also deeply grateful for bather’s lemaining adamant 
Art school was by no means a paradise and old Mcrryl, one 
of San^ Francisco's sacred cows, put her in a straitjacket 
and handcuifed her with his methods, principles, and beliefs 
derived from (he bad, fat-choked side of the nineteenth cen- 
tury. The crayon got paralysed in her hand and the brush 
dried out when Merry! inspected her work o\cr her shoulder; 
bis arm would shoot (uU from behind licrand his accusing fore- 
finger with the grooved old man’s nail would point out every 
little deviation trom a deadly and absolute realism. To him 
The Russian Bride s Attire at the De Young Museum was 
the masterpiece of ail times, but Joy’s eyes had been condi- 
tioned by her early acquaintance with the French Tmpre^* 
sionists; her painter was Van Gogh, whose name in thos^ 
early ’twenties was hardly known in the United Stat 4 's outside 
of a small circle of connoisseurs. Drawing, life classes, nature 
Studies, still life, landscapes, all done to please old Mcr)^3 
knd all of it against her innermost grain. At last, during/tM 
khird year, the oki master deemed one of her water 
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wortiiy of bbitig hung' in’ the annual school exhibition, .The 
tjheihe had been given by him- - Sunset over the Golden Gater^ 
and Joy ihouglu'jllial her opus would have* made a fair 
i!}br tomato ketchup. But Mother was faintly Proud, Fath^ 
vindicated, and Joy, ^ little tired and a little meianchol^ 
and very disc'^urujjed, continued giving up another little pie^ 
of herself day by day. 

“What's the matter with you. Daughter? Why can’t you be 
like the other girls? d hey arc having fun but you just mope 
and sit and look Mother poked and nudged. 

“I’ve got to look before I can paint," Joy answered logically. 

“Sometimes 1 think you just want to be dilfcrcnt at any 
cost.” 

“Well, 1 wiis brought up a bit diiTerently from the others,” 
answered Joy, wlio could still feel the stilchcd-up seams of 
her patchwork education 

“There’s a big football game next Saturday, maybe Brooks; 
Fr., wouldn't mind taking you there." Blocks, Jr., old Mrs. Ben- 
dngcr’s grandson, was an unlovely lilllc snob, still in the acne 
and clammy-hands stage— rather unrestrained hands, though, 

“Thanks. ik\" said Joy. Siie fell lost in this era of hip flasks 
and raccoon coals, when youth was Haming with ^he two 
greatest discoveiies of the twentieth century so tar: the general 
ase of contras, eptixes and the CsdapiabililN of comhustion- 
jngine-driven vehicles lor purposes ol sexuai intercourse, 
partial or complete. 

“Can you tell me v\h*u\ (lie matter witli me?" she asked 
her fathei. "It’s true. I'm not quite like the other girls and it 
kVorrics me, I fee) like a lump of lead w'hen Fm wiiii kids of my 
ige. 1 simply can’t get interested in those gill-edged college boys 
A^ith their beautiful tail coats and their abiuninable stupidity 
')X with the young veterans who keep bragging about their con- 
juests with the inesdemoisclles d’ArmenticM'cs. Even in art 
iChooT they are not my cup of lea; maybe I am too fastidious^ 
yut there is a bit too much free love about for my taste and 
Jbt enough soap and water, and they aU smell of dreap Italian 
^ippd with a lot of garlic in it. Believe me. I’d be happy to be 
fte, the others; it’s no fun to be ditTcrent, Father ” 
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5 ^ fob. Kinderl*^^ - 

al’s just it. it I were sure of myself — bfnt there are 
who never turn into swans.” 

/‘Trouble in the creative departUYut. Choy?” 

don't quile kiunv. I hate the way \Vx\ p/iinting, and j] 
aven'l found ni\ own way- or maybe I lost it en route. Tve 
come well sent ol timid. 1 don’t daie paint things as I 
eethem- - 

‘‘Tbat\s nonsense, Clioy ! Dare, try, let yourself go — ana; 

let old Mcnyl catch you at it.” 7 

And so. for once, she had dared to let herself go with brusli^ 
piid spatula and oils; she went through great laliour pains and. 
''igave birth to a canvas, but this piece of her very own creation 
.;^lmost frightened lier. "'It looks like nothing on earth or in 
iheaven,” said Mother, and that was exactly how it looked.' 
^Bven Father seemed greatly puzzled; he turned it one way 
■"and the other, trying to hud <njt what was up or down on it, 
*‘What\s it supposed to be?” he asked in gicat embarrassment. 

She had tried to paint Father’s hands w'hich couldn't play 
.the riolin anv k)nger, because those tragic liands were what 
'ahe loved most in. t^ie woild; loved, pitied, worshipped, and 
Ibicw in ever}' invisible nerve and pain. Of course there were' 
'tiol five but twenty lingers on the hand of a violinist playing 
h fast passage, each linger a leaping, sick, wounded animat, 
;^nd there was the bow zigzaggin,g back and iorth, and the 
^Oneyed colour of the F.mpress, die curves, the vibrations^ 
Ole dissonances, the pc^lished swollen knuckles with their; 
'white highhglus on desh inllamed to a harsh orange; further- 
Itiore, and to tell it all, diere was lead-coloured water stagnant" 
in the yellow clay of a trench, and the pattern of an explodin^^ 
shell, worked with the spatula in tliick while spirals into thO'l 
black sky of war. And I athcr’s eyes, green, tired, melancholy^' 
yet amused, many eves watching the many rnigers,*‘-and, ybjSp 
unfortunately it looked a bit like a palette you had forgotfoll^ 
|o clean up after the day’s work. . . . 

“It’s meant to be called Souvenir cic France, Father 

“Oh, is that what it is? Well, well, well. T’m afraid I’m 
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old for J^is 86^ of tiling;* i don’t quite understand 

I’m coming along as far as Cezanne and from theh-bii'^g^l 

lost. I can’t sort ^Jic truth from the s\^indle/and that’s the 

thing that counts. As long as th}.‘ moral fibre is intact 

It was one of Father’s, favourite formulations : the 
'j^re. “Mind ;jou,^rin speaking as a man whose moral fib^ 
got badly frazzled, ” he had once said with his melancholy 
smile; it was one of their many, many eontiuential talks at the 
beginning of his sickness. 

. “How can you say such a thing. Father! You, with yout 
artistic ijitegrity I v.on'-: jislen [o it” 

“It’s easy loi a letired old musiL teaeliei keep his little 
molehill of intcgriiy inlaci, it’s when >ou go out with youi 
fiddle in the market places and make yoin spiel to attract the 
customers, shout h>Uv]ei than die oliier fellovv 3011 have been 
to freak shows? 1 ho bea^ued vugin! The boneless wonder! 
Those years bcfoie the w.u wi'cn success was running away 
from me and I running alier it widi m\ Miign^. hanging out, 
and never eadchmg up with that gvidc'anni.c' i /I'liuu' -- Did 
you hear me play d Padpitf? No? ou may thank your 
preator for that. Fver hear me ]da> ^.ome of tlu)se blyody, 
brilliant pieces l\v Sarasale? Aha! In Londcai, Oiieenjs Hall, 
1912? Holy nraluViS, u cerlainl) wms the idiliiest Scfnveinerei 
pver heard on tliat stage! ^h)u sec wlial I mean, C!ioy? If I 
had been a born virtuoso lull oi lulls and iricfs and bravura, 
that would ha\e been a diltcrent story entirely. But Fm a 
musician and maybe Fm a puusi, but t'Mt’s what God and 
tradition and my leciclieis made me and what I should have 
"omained. Grosser (h>u, when I remember those years- night 
ifter night ycui luwe go (uit before an audience and play 
pieces you hate to pl<i\ and you know' you play them badly — 
•very night you stand in Iront of an audience and feel as 
though you were dressed m notlbmg but a nightshirt and a 
r'ather so’ted one at llial and t!ie houses are getting emptier 
|hd chillier and the contracts rarer and rarer and the expenses 
Sgher and higher — Have you ever stared an en^pty house 
^bthe face? Those half-fillcxl rows, it's like looking into a 
mouth with bad teeth, lots of them missing and those 
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cavities; Ifle sriefezing/ 

^scjii™ yoii know what's the worst/ chi&t 

3^M^e applause stops before you liave ijpached that gd3i 
ned door way olf at the ^adc of the staiie. Suddenly it li 
srribly ciuiei, like falling down [lUo a well, and you doh?t 
look inio the audience, you know, ^anvy^ay, that they. 
Ididn’t like it and there's ni^t a drop of sympathy or mercy 
left in the whole house: tiiey're tiirn!n;j tlieir haeks on you 
^hd pusliing out of tlie hall and it’s all over. And you feel the 
^Id sweat ran down the itivside of your Ici^s so that you’re 
^aid it will trickle out of your beautiful dress trousers; no 
Sipplausc, just tluu awful, negative cjiuet, your feet weigh a 
:|0n each and the exit door is stili miles and miles away and 

St will lake you hours of w'ading towards tliat infernal exit 

Oh, my God! but that wasn’t the vv(Mst yet. The worst was 
"focing Angelina afterwards, "bhat peaked little face of hers, 
fthose soundless tears caught in that crushed smile like in a 
hammock acli, Ghoy. I'm alraid God will cal! me on the 
carpet for many things in which 1 was remiss, fhit HI tell you 
What ril say to him: 'It is true,' 111 say, 'that Fve been a 
■persqn of ijltlc strengtli, but it was You, G(xi, w'ho created 
iine of the too sv^ft material that's used ioi making musicians; 
^nd being of Your own design and creation, 1 might deserve 
iome IcnicriLy, It i:; true that 1 denied Bacli titree limes before 
;the cock crowed, and played cheap niitsic against my owe 
conviction and ability. But bcfoie You send me to Hell, God 
You in Youi great mercy consicter tliai 1 have spent quite 
number of yeais in purgalv)ry and inferno already and will 
You kindly deduct those years from the stretch Tm suppose<i 
to serve in frying oil down there? Amen."’ 

Through the smoke of his cigaietle he smiled wryly at Joj 
'as if it had all been (mly a joke and in a little silence sh€ 
Smiled compliantly back at him. 

“If you felt so terrible about it, wliy did you plsy all thai 
Irash?” 

“That’s 4 K )1 a fair question. Choy, and you know the ansWj|| 
^yway. Angelina wanted nothing in the world but my succe|| 
^nd between her and the various impresarios, and no 
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ta streiigthcri they up those catpljJng.^jro; 

^a^io^. Miiid you 4 Fiii not blaming her for anytj[ui^;^,lt’$ 
idea of American womanhood > it you love y^ut, 
Busband it’s your sacred duty U; wheedle, push, pull, nag^l^j 
the ladder of success. A little/ alien, to my kind of thinkihjj;, 
lladmit. A woman who^doesn’t love her man more for hii!| 
failures than ror nis triumphs should never marry an artiste? 
ft Maud had lived ” 

He left it unsaid and Joy wailed in a small silence tor iiini 
to go on. 

“I think olten at heart i wasn’t meant for the concert stage, 
not as a soloist. It’s iriic, 1 had my seven fat years, but some- 
how it was a success without roots, cut-llow^cr success. It 
wilted a bit ioo quickly. 1 was young and T had such pretty 
black hair with lots of Pommade Violet de Parme on it, I 
believe that's wlial they applauded mostly. Who knows, 
though — if Maud had lived, many tilings might have been 
different. Chamber music- you won't remember the time after 
the Fire, when I tried to build up my own string quartet, yoU; 
were such a little baby then. Maud’s health was a trille shaky,^ 
[ didn't want to expose her lo the strain of ira^'clling and,' 
naturally, 1 didn't want to go on tour and leave her alone, 
rraining the y\mbros Oiiartet seemed a good answer to more, 
than one probiem. Nice little ciuarlet it could have been/ 
LJnfortunaiely the West wxis still in the state of innocence as’ 
Ear as music goes, esjxrciaily chamber music. Sometimes I’ 
think it still is, except for a iVwv c{uiel, dreamy souls, and, of - 
jourse, a consKicrablc Ikick of music snobs. Probably from 
ler point of view Mother wxis quite right not to approve of 
ny quartet. There was neither mone> in it nor any personal- 

riumph, just good honc>t tcam\v«,)rk " 

. “Oh, but r do remember your quartet. Father. I was hiding 
in the stairs in my nightie ever so often, listening: I wasn’t 
:cally such a little girl when Maud left us. Don't forget, I wa's 
of six — and a very old six at that.” 

^j^‘Yes, you were a precocious little thing and nqw you ar^ 
ivvery mature twenty. I remember voii could read cind write 
early and what you couldn’t write you put down 
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in ib<>se^ wjl^y msbired;. dirai^ittgs ‘6f,.youri ;Want' to 

■' ' ■■ ’■■ ■ ■ 

tell me you kept them. Father?” 
course I did. 1 understand children’s ^Irawings arc be*^ 
^imng the fashion and as so(tn as you’re a famous painter Hi 
ifeil them for a foil line, slircwd sensd mveslmenl, that’s alL”j 
fe'^No one but I aihcr ciuild Id \(Hi know lu»vv lond he was ofi 

S U wilb.oul e\er pnllin^ it into ui^ftls. ile unlocked the. 

awer where he kept Hra!ims\ lellcf^ and hrouL'Iil out a 
l^tch of sheets Idled with the tlaniboyant scrawls in whicjl, 
Rtle Joy had put dow'n what she had been incapable of ex- 
foessinc othcrw'ise d here was the bluebird who could speak 
put didn’t. A bed so lar‘!C its fool end had found no place oU 
:^e paper, and two people in ii. Many attempts at portraits off 
|Angclina, with yellow hair and a liny monlh, all in prolile but 
}with two eyes, because, obviously, two eves v/tre what she 
)jad. A woman hiding bcliind a laree square of spread-out ‘ 
^yhitc- a luiiKlkcrehier caption: A/y Miufifnic. "L'hat was. 
.isyhen Mummic had read another one o\' those Idlers which 
.^6re always pushed under the entrance d(^or and made her cry., 
'^nd Mummic again, leaning against thick black strokes that 
rain while trees were bending in Van (iogh spirals and a 
:gtecn lij^htning /ig/agged across the smeared dark background. 
^iAuci at last there was Miimniie gloriously sitting on a cloud 
famidst very fat angels and spitting angr\ black crayon blobs 
Siiipon Angelina, v/ho stood in I rout of number 7h Vallejo Street. 
^^Therc’s a lot of talent in tliem,” f'athcr ^aid meditatively,, 
l^althoiigh I hey 're a [jrdty confused lot " 

“They’re mostly autobiographical, bather.” 

|,V“Art is always an indiscretion and w'c give ourselves away 
(‘whether we want it or not. By the way leave that Souvenir de 
frame with me. Tven though I dtm’l uiidcrsUiiid it I can sc^; 
;ihat it’s not a swindle. And listen, Choy : you have talentj' 
^^don’t you forget ii and tion’t let anyone discourage you| 
L^You know what I mean : don't ka lltciu break down yoi^ 
^l^oral fibre — ” 

'.Father liad locked tficm away, the early scrawls togethSf 
;|^th her one attempt at letting herself go. And in the 
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1928 ttiey vanished with many pthe/: things in .the. fire Jhat . des- 
troy^, the wooderi cinder box of their Vallejo Street 
left only the blackened, gutted, goiitish pretubcrances 
typical San Franci?,c(' facade. j 

V -It so happened that Joy had .^pent the nigtit of ihi.^ catas* 
IJpOphe in San lose, wher^ she had given a lecture on “ThjS 
^Weaning of Inii^rcssionisin versus Exprcsshnnsni"’ to the cul- 
^tpre-hungry but not over discj iniinating members of the 
■Women’s Club. 1 he same evv,ning her parents had attended 
the first concert of I atliei's favonriic disciple. Paul Iforner, a 
young fellow of great promise and sligiuiy megalomaniac self- 
assurance, whom 1 atiicr taught gfaiuilonsly. k was lucky that 
thus nobody was harmed m the fire but. on the other hand, a 
gteat misfortune that by the time the disaster was discovered 
in the empty house it was out ol eonlrol. Chuie was the worth- 
iess togctiici with the iiuahiahle; the asiics of joy’s childish 
drawings incxlricahlv mixed witli those of Brahms’s letters; 
the wooden iee-bo\ saved in- the e<uieerted ciTorts of the fire- 
men, while charred eiumbling bkiek bits of wood were ali that 
was left of Father’s great Stradiv arias. 

There rc>sc loud lament m I lie picss iUi both sidles of the 
Atlantic; the FurWjKaii papers pointed oiii that a violin^like 
the Empress heltuuged to th.e entiie musical world atfd that 
consequently her dcstructioir wax a loss to the entire world. 
There were arnicles full oi' I acts, recapitulations of the Em- 
press’ fascinating': history, aiid sentimcnial cssaxs 'sohbing that 
never, never again were w'c to Irear that noble, that unique, 
that more tliaii linmaii voice which the greaicst master-builder 
^ad mysteriously and inagicuilly enshrined in the IxKiy of the 
^emated instrument. There were, indeed, a few' bitter com- 
ments pronouncing, that the ureal violin xluHild not have been 
Ifeft as the private property td' Mr Florian Arnbros who, while 
tfcserving our full respect as a musician, iniulii iiave been 
^^pking the^ necessary facilities to prv)teet the irreplaceable in- 
^^inent from its tiagic fate. Whereas the American news- 
^|)ers did not fail to emphasi/e the financial side <jf the sad 
S^iirrencc. With the childlike trust that fame, beauty, and 
M^Iar intangibles arc best expressed and measured by exact 
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.^^|^ir|^pr6SS-4~4.200 lire — was ^veiii; tHe pd(^.>|oK^jb3^ 
^^Atnbrbs had'- purchased her from one of the 
^li^dakes — $17,500; the ofl'ors from varioiis'grcat violinists-!^ 
^d rejected, some said to I'e as high as $40,000 (and the^ 
may see liuiL iincstjiiL: our iiu^ricy in a lliin^ of which w€ 
folks understand nothing might be evenlnore profitably 
buying securities on our bull market or sinking it into to? 
^^orrow’s oil wells. Wiis the comment). Not without respect il 
mentioned that Mr. Ambros, wliom many of our middle^ 
^ged music lovers miglit still remember from their heydays, had 
•^hsured tiic fiddle for $5()XH)0. a fact which ncH only showed 
;?bow highly he valued his instrument, but might also mitigate 
Jithe sorrow of its loss to a certain extent. ... 

; Father wanted neither to read nor to hear of tlie clamour^ 
.but Mother took the old scrapbook out (X its long hibernation 
and pasted dozens of nevz clippings under tine old yellowing 
’pnes. 

' Before their home had burned dov\'n there had been much 
ivbitter talk about money, especially the lack of it, but now it 
was quiet in the aparlment which the always obliging Johnny 
O’SAaughnessy rented to them in <mc of three duplex houses 
be owSed on Greenwich ^Street. Mother, more helpless and 
Compelling than e\cr, although with a strange, almost tri- 
umphant little gleam in her clear browan eyes, took the loss ol 
their home very hard, ‘'Tni not complaining about being poor; 
;it’s losing casle that is so dithcull for me to face,” she cried, 
.because evidently people who lived in a rented apartment 
didn’t belong to the same cla^s as people ov.ning a home, 

, “Why, Grand mere lived in an apartment and you certainly 
Can’t say that she ha.d no caste/’ Joy v'.aid appeasingly, but thi? 
only brought on a new til of martyrdom in Angelina. Sh^ 
turned her eyes imploringly to heaven and covered her eairi 
with protesting hands. 

“Don’t mention Grandmerc, Daughter Dear, my nerves 
on edge us it is; I dare say Fve done my duty by the Geneta^l 
^md have borne my cross, but please, don’t let’s talk 
Orandmere, not now, when I need every ounce of the/fi^ 
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sl^engm .;l;ye Jet^"^ 4dy^^^^^ smile, she got up -^and 

touchj^- >>\dth caress^^ fingers the finely curved lines diE ;^ 
fSteiietiaiin’s old baroque commode. It was nol so easy to forget' 
Qiandmcrc, partictiliirly now, when their own furniture was- 
'burned and liicy had taken out^i^f storage that left by the'. 
.’Gencralin. It was true, tlic^lew years (irandinere had lived in; 
'SanP'rancisco liAl put Motli^r's enduranee to a hard test. There 
'Sad been many tear-drenched scenes and much silent suftcring 
’^^hen Father, as soon as it w^as possible al ter the war, insisted 
:ipn taking his mother out of starving Vienna and letting her 
live out her iii’c near him. Two of her sons had died in the war, 
middle-aged colonels unht to endure liie haid-dhps of the per- 
^|»etiial Austrian retreats; the third one had been hit in the 
^badly timed blowing up of a bridge and returned minus one 
/arm and one eye; the fourlli was swallowed up in tlie vortex of 
‘disintegration and made a precarious living by selling cham- 
‘jpagne, ciga reties, and lottery liekets. For once I alhcrliad taken 
a firm stand, had overrun all of Mcdlier’s pogesis and objec- 
^ons, and at last she had given in with as much good grace 
'as she could muster. But if she had expeetoJ the Gcneralin to 
a beaten and siii'jsei vienl victmi wIjo, giMtofu! to accept 
largesse and charity, would pcin^it iierscll to he [)Ut avvay in 
.some home for the aged, she inid been greatly mistake^. The 
Gencralin arrive^l in a decrep.il wlieel vdiair pushed by Djuro, 
who, in uniform and while gloves, with ins white hair and 
military bearing, Kxiked as distmgui.shed any of the numer- 
ous Romanoll’s in exile; slie wa^ well past eighty but had de- 
'fcided to stop eoimting liei years bcTorc her seventieth birthday 
"iand she was as vivid, greganous, and garrulous as ever, chal- 
tjfring away in any of tw'ehe languages except Fnglish. Her 
Jtjijrir was still pitch-black, her mouth the same scarlet slash 
lacking the whitest and cheapest set of false teeth ever seen 
the United wStates. She slill smoked cigcirs, and her hats, 
Jesses, gloyes, fans, and petticoats were of 1S90 vintage; but 
ll^thal, she was a great lady; there was not a shred of resigna- 
ItelTn her and, far from willing to retire, she had brought all 
^^^pbelongings with her and proceeded with great zest to 
iiy^blish herself in a tiny eokl-watcr fiat she called her salon. 
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,, , . long hour with that bony/siteiit, deVbti^ 

^lU gcntJcraan everybody thought to have been-^fri^o- 
,, Sguely, still to be her lovter. Yet she andMier salon attra^i^ 
imany people aud she was never without callers. They caixfe 
of curiosity, to look, to lislcn,\o gossip, to be amused, pir 
|imply because they liked her. She seemed no take a 
pleasure in slioeking other old ladies and particularly thp^ 
jfhrilly cheerrul clumps ol‘ nice middle-aged matrons, 
prLs. Hut ihe voimg people flocked around her cagefly^^ 
^tudcnls, mtellecuials, the self-appointed Boliemc, the Ldi^ 
Ceneralion - they all were infinitely Huk] of ilie Gcncralin; the;g 
3(aughc(l with her and brought her little presents and took frbitf 
her lessons in Fhcnch and German and in the Art of Liviiij^^ 
and they liapjMly earned each, in her I'/hscene, profane, and 
terrifyingly oiilspokcn preiucancemenls incr every hill of thp 
city, across the bay to Marin County, anti even down to thtf 
sedate realms of die Peninsula, 'bbe eluldien loved Grandm5rb;. 
not only Joy and Charley, hut all the children of the neigh- 
bourhood; only Joy and Cdiarley loved her nitist. Grandm^re;’ 
dear, funny, lively enfutu unihlr vvht) to her last breath fully 
enjoyed the prerogative of the very old : lo speak llie truth and, 
not giVe a damrl Djiuo died beft^re her and that might have: 
been sad and a!st) liotherN.ome, if the Cieneralin had not the 
same day expressed a wish lo receive extreme unclitm, amused; 
the good-natured and broad-minded priest by telling him a 
few slightly t^f^'-colonr ancedoles, and then peacefully and. 
without any fuss gone to a lieavcn full of dead soldiers. 

“It’s a pity }uu didn’t like my mother. Angelina,” Fath^?^’ 
said quietly, “slie wa.s always taking your side. But I agr^J 
don’t lei’s mention her if it makes \ou nervous, 1 beg to 
mit, however, that this apartment, seven rooms in a goj 
house in a good street, is lu^t precisely scjualid. 1 don’t ti 
really, that we are fiopelessly declasse. If you rcm(;mber, evis 
the Duchess Schwarzenbmg used to live in an apartment . 
you and your family didn’t exactly look down on her beefti 
of it.” 

“You can’t compare that. San Francisco isn’t 
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Vienna... Ih^ yierina' I cbuld^’have'maitiejtf an 

mayb^l^^ttoUId'have;” ' " ' 

‘‘‘Miiyfie; I understand Joszi now has a kittle HurigaffaB 
r^S^urant on TliirA Avenue. On tiie other hand, you 
C^'red for goiilasli aiui Ihiil’s liis si^cddhtc dr la niaison,^^ 
Mother could ^laiul :m>ii'4ing beuer llian when Father grew 
^JU*donic; she puiHicf'lace inio her harulkercliie^ gave a pitiful 
i^ffled little sob, and melted out of the room. Father looked 

f icr her with a smile that was sharp around the edges, tie took 
deep breath and instinctively rubbed his flat stomach, just 
below the diaphragm, where it always fell like a load of heated 
i^ks. 

y '*you want some of your medicine. Father?'’ Joy asked, 
^*You feel uncomfortable*^" 

i/“Thanks, eliild, Fm line Just a little bit like the wolf in ‘Red 
Kiding Hood' alter they lilleci him with stones and sew'ed him 
lip again.” He got up and stilliy went to his back room where 
I^e was now spending most of his time in the Generalin’s 
peidermeier wing chair. Tiicre he had some books Joy brought 
Bim from the Public Library, some music presented to him by 
pupils and friends, a pracOec liddle of a not ino bad Tyrolian 
tliake, a rented upright piano; there was also a bed in a small 
alcove which could he closed off bv a curtain This was Vhat 
Florian Ambros called his sU!d\ ikhv. login months before the 
fire he had undergeme an operalum and lor a while he had pul 
pn a little weight, and then he had begun losing it again. 
jLr That was one of the reasons w'h\ Joy liad not gone abroad 
Study painting mivi fier water colours became c\er more 
t||nid and she was still pulling out wSunsets over the Golden 
0ate which tourists occ-asioiia.llv purchased, for Wn dollars 
p^iece, at the Cliif House. In the shadow of lailhcr's illness, 
jointing became quite irrelevant (o her, exrept as a tiickling 
S^rcc of income. Tlicse years were the mould in which Joy’s 
^Sracter and resigned destiny were shaped. ‘'I can’t go away. 
I’m needed at home,” was her answ^er to <wery question, 
l^febeing needed is not all burdensome duty and paiyiful obli- 
l^^on but also a satisfying substitute for the real life that re- 
tff^S.out of reach. . . . 



to; 6fclp' WJtb' Wp be- 

dPlibate aiihd not u&ed fo ppnny 
_ _ ^ St a slatternly coloured day maid; shPv^^s 

Reeded by Charley, allhou^ he did not krtow it; but until.|ie 
l^fent East he had to be shieWed from the c\il currents running 
^“^ough the home. Her four thoiiGand annually were dearly 
needed when Father's health began to fail aljd he grew ner-' 
'Vous and irritable with the strain of not letting anyone knOf^ 
nbout the queer inullled heaviness below' his diaphragm. WhejA; 
‘he had hnally gone to the doctor, his trouble w'as first diag'^i 
nosed as a nervous disorder and a year biter there was sonte 
talk about duodenal ulcers and a milk diet and there came 
, X-ray treatments and a first operation and a second one. And' 
recently even brisk young Dr. Bryant- -old Dr. Bryant’s sofij 
and heir of his pnicticc- had given up his pri.'fcssiona] 
tence of (‘)pliniisin, “Mr. Ambros isn’t helping us any longer,*^ 
he said; “since he lost his Stradivaiius he has given up the 
fight. He has tlirown in tlic towel, i lie best we can do is to 
keep him coiufortable. ..." 


'maSa^ftina with i«j 


It vvas hardly more Ilian ten minutes since George Watts 
and Major Ryerson had left the sialioii. yet Joy was passing 
through years as one may p»ass through a dream eternity dur- 
ing the second between the ring ol the alarm clock and the 
waking up. 'Flic slalionmastcr stepped out from his cubicle and 
posted himself near the rails; the yellow dog made a polite' 
gesture of reeognilion but did not leave her side. “Number 17^ 
coming. Freight train for Ogden, Utah, dclaycd -should haVe 
gone through at one-forty-five. Arc you sure you don’t waitf 
coffee? I could wake up the missus, she wouldn’t mind a bi| 
fixing you some. I’m sure " 

“Thank you so much. Really not.” 

The freight train came out of nowdicrc, first a panting, '^ 
clanking, a cyclops eye; whistle, hell, yellow streak of light, 
flection on the rail, white steam on black night, blue ovcjra|li 
ted face, hand waving from the engine, cars : grey, yello\^5,J^ 
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cars, cylindrical cars,- boxqars, geometric pattern, ab- 

straC^pn; clanV, hiss, endless, more cars, more yet, mibreri^il- 
ligfetsi] rumble, leaning into the kerb like a daiTccr, like a skater. 
Gone. Black, nighi?, sUirs, >cllow 'log, white chalk on black-^ 
board; Tokcnia. You couKln’i pa^Ail thin- -or could you? 

Joy shook her head, let gV) of the iinprcssion, returned to the 

t fek room whci^^ Fiilher was dying, day by day, of cancer of 
e:stomach. Keep him comfortable, let him have a little hypo 
Whenever necessary, said Dr. Bryant. Joy loathed that cloying 
Expression from the hospital lingo: “a little hypo**; it smelled 
cute little nurses making eyes at young interns. “Are you 
comfortable, Father?” she would ask every so often and she 
Cpuld hear herself sound like a confounded nurse spouting 
false chccr. 

“Quite comfortable, Clu)y. perfci.t.” He war, silting in the 
wing chair, the stcamei rug spread over his sharp knees, and 
he smiled up at lier Ironi die book he was reading. “Fm having 
inyself heaps of fun with Mo/ari's letters, they are so amusing; 
down to earth, line, tendoi, ribald, wise, everything. What a 
man he was, a rebel with the courage of a Hon, and yet gentle 
and innocent as a lamb. You know someiliing, Choy? Next 
summer we’ll go to Sni/burg and walknv in Mozart, just^the 
two of us; what do you say. Kincierl. wc*il sneak away and 
leave Mother behind.” 

“That’s a wondertu! idea. Irither. ] guess ifs time we got a 
little whill of Europe." 

The weaker laiiher grew, tlic thinner w'ore the cover under 
%hich he had been hiding a liomcsiekncss about which he 
never spoke. He leaned his head back and closed his eyes. 
'The reading lamp sculpiured his face into a smiling mask of 
^rd lights and shad(nvs. He was keeping up his pride by not 
jpiking to his bed but spending his days and many hours ol 
the night in his easy chair. Ho c\cn gave a few lessons, still. 
‘^‘Only generals like my father die in bed," lie had informed 
Mother with a flicker of Iiis old irony, ^Violinists play theu 
piece standing up.” Two or three loyal pupils stuck it out 
him to the end, because they know that from no othei 
t^Eher in the whole wide U.S.A. could they learn such puritj 
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of^sty^'. 5 upli an uncomprom^ of inteijretation. 

It to Joy to space the alleviating injections so th^t the 

’drowsiness had worn oil and the next attack of pains vi^as 
far enough av\ay to \\c(5gc in one of tht)sc lessons; yet "the 
^tervals between relief and new agony became ever shorter 
^pd the demands on Father'^ sm'-'ini! !icr(>ism i^rew all but 
'^tolerable. 

^ 0 “Green- " leather said, his eyes still closed, his crippled” 
fingers resting limply between the pages of Mozart’s letters^ 
fifOver heie we arc apt to foiget what that means; green. A 
ifneadow. Not a lawn, not a [)asturc, not a prairie, not thc 
plains, not the swamps, not even the greens on the golf links. 
Just a meadow', grass up to your knees. Fd like to chew a 
blade of grass, Choy, it would taste of earth and rain and the' 
tiniest bit of lioncy. Nol alfalfa, Choy: honest grass. Red' 
clover, bees iuiniming. BuUereups in spring and autumn crocus 
in fall and cushions of thyme all summer long and higher up^ 
in the mountains arnica and gcnlian and - let's go there, Choyi 
and you'll palm it foi m:, that green, green meadow — 

He opened his eyes and smiled, almost surprised. “T didn*t 
Icngw I missed it; I fell in Une with America so deep it lasted 
me for a lifelinjc Hut, yes, perhaps Angelina is right and I 
have never hec()mc a real .American for ail my trying. We’ll go 
to Salzburg together next sununcr, child, and iliat's a promise.** 

“Okay, sir. it’s a prcmiise " Joy said brightly; “I’ll scrape up 
some extra money by feeding Cultuie with a capital C to the 
club ladies and treat you to all the Cv'illee witli Schlagobcrs you, 
might want." 

“You don’t have to scrape. Wlien Mother's ship comes in' 
with that fifty tlK>us;md insurance money well be filthy ric|C’ 
and the society columns will cc.ll you an heiress," he said, ari^ 
Joy could sec that the pains wcie coming back. 

“Do voii think it's time to make vou a bit more comfdtf^ 
able?"' 

“Thanks, Fm quite comfortable. Run along now and let lUe 
commune with friend Mozart. He’s good company.” 

“If you want me a little later, just call me. Fll be 
kitchen.” 
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“Run along. rUn along. And don’t let’s pamper me loo 
much. Fm not an infant and I don’t want to have an obno:?fious 
pacifier pushed into my mouth the moment I twitch a brow* 
'Uor a needle in my behind. Tm comfortable. I’m telling 
you ” 

Mother’s ship didn’t come in on scliedulc and the queer little 
gleam of triun,<t>h in her eyes grew dimmer and her voice more 
petulant. A procession of unpicasani iitlle men witli portfolios 
obtruded thenisclvcs inlo their privacy. InspecUn's, adjusters, 
lawyers; there were investigations, cKiiminatioiKs, and deposi* 
tions and conlcrences. and at one cripcal na^nienl tlie insur- 
ance companv iu4 only refused l(' [)ay (sif [\v: cv])cclcd fifty 
thousand dollars hut Itinted ever so politely yet menacingly 
that the fire had been caused by a negligence so gross it 
bordered on arsoii and rrirne. 1 he lour tluxisand inlcrest from 
the trust fund whicii old man ihillard had put aside on Joy’s 
first birthday was a meagie niceane tor Angelina, whose past, 
had steadily gnnvn in splendour and riches in proportion to the 
diminishing of I !oiiajh‘« eaTiangs joy look to colouring Christ- 
mas cards — and never mind v\i'.at it did to licr moral fibre. It 
was a cliallenge to Mother’s gallantry. ‘Mf you ran make some 
little extra monc\, so will L” slic announced “I wasn’t ti'ained 
to earn my living, but 1 think 1 could make lots i^f nioney by 
embroidering those *ctLirmr.v: petii pthnl evening handbags that ‘ 
are so mueh lbv‘ lasliion: I'he (inis arc simply crazy about 
them.” 

UnfortLinnleiy ihc w<^rl; ga\o her a splitting I'leadaclic after 
ten minutes and she wun iorced io slay in bed with a migraine 
for three days after ''Voirn; all so s/iiislp" she was moaning, , 
“you leave evervihmg to me Oiiter women Icwc husbands 
who take care of the busine.v; aiul of things but Tlorian never 
did. I think if he’s well cncnigh to give lessons, he’d also be 
well enough to talk till tlK)se iiorrible MmUgorneiy Street 
people; and what about C’harlcs? ile knows that liis father is 
sick and that Tin not practical enough to handle such diffl-^ 
cult matters; why doesn’t he come home <and stand by me?” 

“Because I wrote him to remain under all circumstances 
'Where he is and to stick to Ins guns," Joy said calmly. As far 
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back as she could remember she had stou^y put, herself be- 
tween, her brother ahd the insecurity of their surroi^dii^s, and 
now he was a straight, healthy, handsome, bright, and niahly 
youngster who knew exactly* what he wantdd. He wanted tO; 
become an architect, tear every Spanish, Moorish,', 

iCrbthic, Venetian, Tutlor, and otliervWsc phony and horrid eye- 
jsdre on the American scene, wreck all FrJ’nehf Nonnan chat- 
;^ux, Swiss chalets. Renaissance palaces with Victorian trim- 
;i^ings, Egyptian mo\ic Inniscs and Greek leniples harbouring 
'3Mhddl clown’s post oHiee. He was going to build Houses in- 
stead, just honest Ihnises l\>r honest pet^pte to live in. But in 
^1929 tlicrc were not nnuiv arcliitccts in the United States from 
whom one might Icain lunv to build such hiUises; and having 
finished high school at seventeen, Chailcy hail made a pilgrim- 
age to Taliesin, to sit ad tiic t»:et of the one and only man he 
“considered a great architect. Joy was glad tt^ l.iuwv Chailey 
,'was safely rcnn'i'vetl Iroin the lnijn(*ii oi ihe liu and the sub- 
, sequent mess an*J c uimuot.iui iroiu ':odsj's va.iiaiU laments 
dnd her scd’l, ]a’tiful battle cries; and from (he heartbreaking 
spectacle of Ihith.cr’s dynig, a little nv^rc every day. 

“Why dcnid \<va ^lo somv!(hing?” Mother wonlt^ reproach 
Joy, With the (ireek choiiis of t!ic Girls cannmiseralmg in the 
.backgrdund. “'Wh', don't on eo and talk t(^ George Watts, as 
long as he is K'g>i esentuig. the insu:an'-.i‘ company'^ He always 
liked you, he’ll lisien \on M.ikc it ciLar to him that we’re 
;not asking for charity. I d'mh sec wlicre he gets the nerve to 
quibble about onr Uann, alui iliosc cjiuimoas premiums wc 
paid year alter yeai. 1 lie little '>lfy->ief dial's all lie is. even if 
be did worm his way into b:g business.” 

Joy called up Ge»Mge Wadts and lie gave her lunch at the St. 
Francis, and lie paited her iiands and tidd her that she had 
been a Iovel> baby and that she was now an even lovelier 
young woniaai; but oi herwise I’ncic was no result- And so 
Mother herself revolved to go into the lion's ikm, ^r. Watt’s 
office, but she came lumie in a highlv belligerent mood and 
sailed into the back lo^m with all valves opened. “You simply 
•can’t imagine how pompous dial Gcorgie Watts has become 
iknd the manners that man has acquired. As if I hadn’t kno^n 
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him when he was a snot-hose at Tiburon Harbour. Does he 
think he can make passes at me, just because he has some in- 
iSuence and because I have no one to com® to my defend J 
should have slapped his face, that’s what I should have dope^ 
tliat scoundrel with his lilihy bajdiclor manners. J can imagine 
what sort of wcjincn he# must be used to! But Til talk tp: 
Johnny O'Sha^iLMiifCssy iibout it and lie'll ^how him who has 
x*eal intlucncc in this town ! " 

“Yes, my darhny,. ’sVliy don't you'’’' i atiicr ‘'’aid a bit too 
gently. Johnny O bhaiighne^sy, wcil on his way to a scat in 
the state Senate, was anotlier man wlioni MoLiier regretted 
not having mawi^^d ! ng!'i in !;ei naOes, .slie was still what her 
generation used tt) call a tine tigure of a woman, nnassailed by. 
any iloubt ab(H!t her ability to wrap any man around her little 
finger. “Sometimes 1 timiL \oii do.n'l Lare tme way or 

another, i lori," she said iiliiiiiixel} “But 1 c!t\ poor Angel, I ^ 
do/’ Father said and no one cvHild ha\e told whether this was 
meant as a n iiJerness oi a gnm mockers lie U'ok her hand 
between ins emeeiatod 'md \el swollen thieers ;md bent his 
head to kiss ’oiii she railed ii jw'ay. Joy knew what was 
coming now - the ewer-same e\er-i\j)e:iiecl litanv : “If you had 
only sold that hdviie to Mas Aihtigton, we wouldn't haVe to. 
go through al! this iroutile. We C(UiUj ha\e i'oity-]i\'C liiousand 
dollars in tlie bank. V/iui asu I saying? With iho^e forty-five 
thousand v\e w\_>uki lta\e made a Iv.'riime oi'i the stevk market 
like everybody ebe- we would be rteh bv now -but no, you 
had to ke'‘p that fuidle wlh'. h you duln'l even play any more. 
Good Lvrni, '\hen 1 lememlrn b.ow I beg^jed you to sell it — 
sometimes 1 re.db (hmk you mus! have been out of \our mind,, 
Flori, say noitscIF. it voi' sheer madness lo rejeei that splen- 
did oiler. I'ortvlwe thou .and dollars but no, you had just 
another one of \our (dise.'.sioiis' 

“Maybe. Such a nice obsession. tln)ugh. Da i^msscr Gott, 
even you niust imderstand, or at least have an inkling, AngeF 
ina, what that fiddle meant to me. d hat kiddie- it stood fetf* 
everything I've evei been and ever v\ anted to be- it was the 
only part of myself that was left alter you iiad (nrned me into 
a .^goddamned little hero who can't make his fingers move. I 
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could^’;t ^vc sold that violin, just as I couldn’t sell my daugh- 
ter to a whomhouse or iny soul to the devil. I’m sorty—^I sup- 
pose I"ve been a misfit all along in this country where eyea 
Crod Almighty himself rates a few notches^ below the 
national idol : the salesman ! JThat fiddle — oh, what’s the use ! 
Would you, please, do me a lavour«and leave me alone for a 

little while- I am 1 am — a bit uncomfoitablt^ ” 

After many months of haggling over ihcir claim, Joy came 
into Father's iooin on a certain evening and he was not in his 
Chair but in bed, his eyes veiled by morphine. ‘'Father — there 
is good news. Mother just phimed — she’s downtown, she said 
not to worry, she's having a bite to cat with Mr, O’Shaugh- 
nessy, she iTiiglu be a l)it lalc-bijt. lather -it’s all signed, 
The insurance people gave in-- ifs quite a lavourable settle- 
ment. Fiiey’vc agreed lv> i)ay ihirly-hve thousand ’’ 

7'herc was a liulc silence and Joy wondered if lie had heard 
and understood: he seemed to he wandering ('»!! in some hazy 
distance where slie ccuikl not reach him 'Wmgialulalions,” he 
said at last. "Angehna always gets whal she wants. She’s a 
charming woman, irresistibly charming; neither Mr. Watts nor 
Mr. O'Shaughiiessy can deny that. And she means so well. 
Just Miinb ol it! ‘rhirty~five thousand dollars! A heap of 
money exchange for a !)it (d' charred wood that could sing 
while it wa.s alive - 

Joy stood at tlie d(H>r, still somewhat breathless over the 
good news, and iaitiier pulled himself up m Ins bed but he was 
soon slipping down ag.iin. "Come here, (’iioy, f want to tell 
you a secret,” he whispered. "( ome eiose- 

He beckoned with his poor knobby lorehnger and a queer, 
wild expression was siashm-.t his face, lie had i(\st so much 
weight that every smire seemed a grimace, "(haiic here, I must 
,tell you something,” he whispered. Joy was friglUened. Have I 
, given him too big a shot by mistake? she iliought; or did he 
swipe some of ii and give hiimsell a little hvpo? 

“Listen, Choy,” he whispered, "but don’t ever talk about itt 
she did it herself. Burned my violin. Burned the whole damned, 
house down lo get at that violin and at tliat money. She did, 
Angelina, with her own lovely little while velvet hands ” 
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‘‘But that’^prazy. You must be crazy. Father — Joy said. 
(When you were frightened you said such things without think- 
ing. You must be crazy : and only three yeans later it had come 
back to her as a deeply troiibling'echo: Crazy.) Father looked 
like a madman, he was smiling apd whispering like a madman, 
nodding his head and tapping with his crooked forci'inger on 
her forehead; jt v\ifs the eerie, exaggerated gesture of a bad 
actor playing a madman. ‘‘Keep it in Ihei Clioy — don’t ever 
breathe a word about ip because it's a she committed. 

Burned down the house, burned die Fanpress, burned my soul 
in the bargain- it you forgi\c \l\c oiiiniod.ed expiessioii ” 

“But, baliici'. what gives you Mseii an idea ' I lav. could she^ — 
why would she - 

“Wliy? d'hai’s quite simple, lieeausc she me. It’s her 

way of lo\'iin’ - ah, t/o,’/. I *'ope yai’ii :je\ci understand 

how^niuch Angeh.na lovt‘s me.’’ Paul and a {icnx: iaughlcr were 
flickering across Ins face. “Would \c»u mind leaving me alone 
for a little while? I'm a f'*u mvd.” 

“Shall 1 come back a little later and make \('u comfort- 
able?” 

“Thanks, ikc Ihn quilt* ctjmi'''rtnble, quite. Jus: tired. Good 
night, little .ho*. UnL' Kiiul. U.a7/,v \if[. Ahcf geh 

jetzT- 

During the last few dass bather had switched more and 
more to German: piobai)iy u iiad becA^mc too much of an 
effort for him to sgvXik bnulnh 'Atrrc i\ocr>', You’ll 

call me if voii need me, pu.mise? 1 vvciu't go to I'-cd for a long 
time yet bni writing Cliarley a leiiei ” 

“Give him all m> Kned' said bather and laughed a little., 
“Sounds shabby, doesn't it ^ But it means a lot if \on listen to 
its very meaning Ail my love A!! of it. \ck lu. Aiui,Choy,” 
he said in German as she readied ihc ilocm, "go Salzburg and 
paint me a meadow that's reallv green. Yoidve talent, don’t 
forget tha^ Don’t let her diveourage yon nor pusli you ” 

Later that evening she went to his dooi but lie had lumefT 
off the light and seemed to be asleep. vShe co ul^ hear him 
breathe, deeply and slowly. Ten o’clock, resting comfortably, 
she wrote into the cliart she kept for Dr. Bryant. 
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In the^norning, When she, entered hi$ room, he was dead. 

A very beautiful and strange statue of faded alabaster wag 
lying in his bed instead. His eyes were closed, he must have 
'^^’in his sleep and even his mouth had ndt slackened, as if 
^l^&had kept lialtuui^ to the ^ast. On the nigiit stand was aii 
,%mply bottle which had attained r^omc sleeping pills pre- 
‘^cribed for him at an earlier stage of his si«.Vnc;fs. Take one or 
';|w6 at bedtime. Dr. [hyant. T here was also a liltlc note for 

Iter : 

iFbr once I’m using some common sense: Tm bowing out while 
rm still coniUu lahlc. Saving you aiKl uiyseil some unnecessary and 
h^ost disgusting weeks -1 1 ju)vv \ou’] 1 uiuiei ^U uk!. [ lec! very good. 
iJiist tired. Mood oi B'ahms, bust SyiTifhoiy;, sce('ind ir.ovement. 
'.Stand by Angelina, she needs you and I tiiisi her into your hands. 
Thanks, clu'ld hat'tivj i!i‘r Ui.iinu’l v.hWt 

, It was an old Cierman saying, a toiksy e\pressiori of com- 
plete bliss: Ian n:e heaven hangs full oi hdJIes. . . . 

She look die lidle note and slack it mto lier garter, a rather 
frivolous hiding j)lace considetir.g everything, Inil the only 
place where Moihc' wouldn’t lind it. She v^okc up Mother, 
Who took the Idov; like a lady, w’ith lii;u sur'grisjng calm and 
Tortitlidc she was v::ipai)Ie of pjoducm<; when it was least 
^bxr^cteth She ]eirMoih(‘t alone with hathcT in the back room 
and then slie called Di fhvant and seal one telegram to 
Charley and another to Mousie over in Ik'rf elcy. 

Twenty mimttes later, wb-cn Mc'dter came oui of the back 
room, the ciupl} medicine bottle had dis.ipp^caied from the 
flight stand and only I’atlier'.s cgx’ii cigareile ease was left, 
^,With two cigarettes in it. Dr. Biwa.nt arrived soon, muttered 
a few SLiitatde vv<nds cd’ svmi^aliiv and eondt'lcncc, and took 
■pare of all tlic red tape connected with cither birth or death. 
No mention was made <?f the possibility of a suicide. And there 
was anollicr uuconicsted hfteen thousand dollars due OH 
-Father’s life insurance. 

‘‘Mother didn’t go to pieces until after the funeral, which 
.;was a very sidendid social event, and doubtless would have 
‘ainused Father greatly, liad he been able to attend in his uev^ 
and transfigured state. 
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And six weeks later, in the midst of all her grief and sorrow, 
Joy had fallen in love with Fred Hollenbeck! 


At times Fred riollcnl^xk was still very near and she cotild 
put him before he.»closed eyes exactly as ho had looked when- 
she tried to paint his pa^rtrait duTirip their two weeks at Pismp 
Beach: the stuMia blue eyes, the aJniosf white eyelashes and 
brows, the contrast of parts inm taaarx] to a pale brown 
and parts still pink and liot snnhiirn and peeling skinv 

A certain tall fair p:iiomino cpaality she had not cpiitc been 
able to bring out. There was not a detail she vsould not remem- 
ber— at times. At other times, tlioupli. she would unroll that 
skctcliy. ne\\‘r ..ompleled caii\a.s <in<] scj-ulini/e it carefully 
and it was the port} ait of a slraneer slve h:iJ known only 
slightly. Blit tlieip perhaps yce.i cMuld never know^ another 
person but sliglhlv, r\ec- v\uli yourscIT \ou were only super- 
ficially acijiMintcd: >oaj i-ould not foresee vvh<it you might be 
capable (d' doing until >ou iujd done it. Yon might come to 
a point when son were nc,t even ^nrv whetlicr vou were sound 
of mind or a rav iiyi, kihing lunalic, as Mother iiad thougjlit. . , . 

Once in a while bred still wandcrevl in and out of her 
dreams anil winm slic awoke ]\\^ \oicc was still in her ear, 
and for .i lew hours a warm afteielovv of tltc dream might 
remain witli iier .md .‘^onie of the leaden weight of the empty 
fifteen years since seemed lo be lifled Ironi her, only to 
descend soon again. 1 or l ied had been one more in the long 
line of people ^!ie liad lo\eci and, like die vnhers, he, too, had 
in the end quietlx wilhdrawn and disappeared. A parting, less 
polite and less liiial than Irom diose who had geme and died, 
it had left a vague litlle pain with her, as of a bungled, not- 
quite com|dctcd operation. For live years he had continued 
^to send Cljristmas cards; and last sjunmer she hati ecnrjp upon 
a photo of his in a nalioiaii maga/ine- brcdciie Hoilenbedte' 
’Washington trouble shooter! A bald-headed man —well, hi5t 
palomino hair liad always been :i little thin; he* had rather 
lost than gained weight, which was laiukible ;ind inHimrftH 
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many strained tod purposelul .hours .bt. ^lal^Jng, ^ 
lifting getting slapped around On the,ihassa^ 

tab]e*;CWB&t ha^ ch^g^d most was his mouth. It had dcquSi^d 
‘fli^inabhcd-in, almost invisible lips characteristic of most si^. 
^sfUl American men— characteristic to sucli an extent thait 
'J&y could spot a succcssrul American ,f)mong any crowd on any 
Strpet in Europe; just as slic could spoi»iIic ^livcd-throu^’ 
•raought-through, sullcicd-through face ol a ruropean refugee 
w!any crowd in America. At I'rcd'ssidc smiicd the well-dressed 
ii&s. Hollenbeck, complete with corsage and sable scarf. 

. . not the least reason for the instant success of the President’s, 
pi|wly appointed sharp-edged, Iwenty-caral-biaincd economic ad* 
,Mser lies in the case and grace with which Mrs. J\ O. Hollenbeck 
(piakes friends and intlnences people in finicky Washington society.. 
(Mona, as she is known to her wide circle of inlirnaies. was pre- 
viously man led to Robert Boyd, scion of the Akion Rubber and 
Tyre family, sportsman-pioneer wdio tiled in the crash of his self* 
piloted airplane. (Sec issue of May 22, 1936.) 

A slew of children surrounded the handsomely smiling 
;p0uple. Two adolescents, apparently the crop of Mrs. Frederic 
•O. Hollenbeck’s lucrative first marriage, and three little palo- 
l^os^ offspring of the obviously blessed Hoilenbeck-Boyd 
^;^ion. Ojngratiilations, Fred! That’s what you wanted, wasn’t 
A great career, an important position, a happy family, 
'|tnd money to spare, Joy had thought, unmoved and quite 
aetached. And yet, for many nights thereafter. Fred had un- 
controllably wandered in and out of her dreams, young and 
Cj^ger and so much in love with her. ... 

( A day at the beginning of November 192H; San Francisco’s 
Ifhdian summer had just come to an abrupt end. Joy ^as 
, siting for a streetcar at the corner of Greenwich Street and 
^Jvan Ness. The tail young man arriving at the same comer 
a minute later carried in one arm a bulky, unwieldy parcel 
clg^sped under the other a bulging portfolio gaping OYCt 
Ifejoad of wcighty-looking books. He searched up and downi 
avenue, hesitated, then he put down both his loads to takfS 
pi, his hat with elaborate politeness and ask Joy : “Excui^ 
is this where 1 catch the streetcar to Market Streef^ll 
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‘‘ Why. ye$. Fm it myself,” she, s^id. He thanked 

her^pht ph his hat, and picked up his loads ag^; Xdy»^ Whose 
cy<is%adi ‘been trained on the heavy movemeyits of the muscle- 
t)ciuud models in J/lcrryl’s life class, couldn’t help but wonder- 
:iTOUt"the contrast between the slight, slim, bookish appear*?' 
a^e of the young man gnd th6 effortless way in which hd 
‘l^ed and carried llie weight of these two encumbrances. He 
had turned his^acc the other way as if to point oui that his 
question was strictly factual. Had Joy not still been dwelling 
in the murky, lighlless giicf of those weeks, the utterly re* 
spectable little gesture would have macie lier smile. As it was, 
,j5he felt faintly sorry; she would have liked to have another 
good look at the fellow. His face had seemed interesting and, 
from a painter's point of view, attractive. It's the exaggera- 
.tion, every part a bit too long, she tliought; the forehead, 
the nose, and particularly the space bctw'ccn nose and mouth. 
The chin too; yet it’s definitely not an 0.1 Greco elongation. 
Interesting face. 

Two and a half years later, at Pismo Peach, w'hcn she tried 
to paint his portrait, she had come to love this face loo much 
to do good work. Also, Fred insisted on realism and a faithful 
likeness, whereas site wanted to let go and paint the thing 
within, the essence. You’re worse than old Mcit> 4,” she 
told him; it was meant as an insult. At whicli he would only 
laugh, pick her up, carry her aw'ay from the easel, dump her 
on the smooth, wet sands of Pismo Peach, kiss her till both 
of them had no breath left, and then launch into a brief 
lecture. “Essence, my eye! 11 portrait painting isn’t representa- 
,tive art I don’t know what is, I want to be represented as I am, 
see, so that our children and grandchildren will know^ how the 
old man looked in his prime. If the great old masicrs iiad been 
iazy sloths like you moderns, we w'ouidn't know today what 
{$ort of a face Pope Paul HI had — or Rembrantlt, or — or ” 

“Thanks ever so kindly for the instruction, but I’ve c^it my 
rt^th on Ruskin’s Modern Painters and they were very old hjrt 
then,” she would answer, and one v)f their splendid 
rade fights would be under way. They had fallen in love with 
«£^ch Other because they were such opposites, and for the 



same reason were • never l^red pt^er, not for 

a singlp miniite. There was so mucfc 

give /and take, such pleasant friction, so many ' enfcr^^rtg 
disputes, so many evcr-ncw« discoveries an(^ expeditions g^tO 
^ch other's worlds. A sharp wind blew from the first hotir^ 
gl'^tjieir acquaintance to the last. 

^"/That first gust of wind — it came siiddci»iy tymbling around 
Itie corner of Greenwich Street like a drunken brute, pushing 
yred’s hat o(T. Kicked it up into the air, (Iropped it, trundled' 
jl^'down the avenue, (lung it between two cars, a truck, and 
ip&e street-car, side-svviped it at the last moment, and let go 
pfdt with anoilier kick iind dash and b<H!nce, some thirty feet 
tiway. There is a particular cunning malicicuisncss in the way' 
such a hat w’ill quietly wxiit to be caught and suddenly take 
flight again just lo make a fool of its pursuer. But Fred did, 
hot even try to run alter his hat; helplessly he stood there, both 
his arms loaded, and stared with an exasperated and slightly 
Stupid expression after the fugitive. Joy, however, acquainted 
with the caprices of San ITaneisco winds, round herself spon- 
taneously galloping alter it; there was a loud angry dissonance 
of looting luirns and complaining l>rakes on all sides of her, 
and in the jam of abiuplly stopped cars she could only rescue 
the hamby firmly, stepping on it before it should escape again, 
jShe tried lo pummel it back into shape bLfore, with a rueful 
smile, she helvl the sorry ohfcct (uii to its owner. He had at 
last put down Ifis bag and pared and gave her a friendly 
grin; the streetcar they had been v/aiting for had in the mean- 
time pulled away* “J hanks/' lie ^aid, '‘thanks a million! 
But you shouldn't have done that. You make me feel like 

an unmitigated ass, which I probably am, but ” 

Y “It’s our wind vvehc used it,” she interrupted. “And 
you’re not from here.” 

“Gosh- and I was dead sure I’d shed that Middle Western 
twang,” he said. "But I’m afraid Beloit, Wisconsin, stick&l; 
und now^ you’ve missed your streetcar on my account. Whatt 
are wc going to do about it?” 

“Wait for the next, I suppose,” she said, taken in by ;hiS^ 
Ifiendly, small-townish lack of reserve. 
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‘There’s a taxi^ that's better than waiting in this blow- 
hole,v^h.e said and had already surprisingly stbpp(?d th^ cab. 
‘*I su^po^ j ought at least to spread my cloak over a |)udfflje 
fdr '^du, but as Tthave no cloak 'and you have no puddle, a 
taxi will have to do.” 

^Efficiently, he managcci in spillc of his bundles to lead her, 
.gently to the find Joy, much to her surprise, did not? 
protest. She felt as if a window had been opened and let 
fresh air and light into the dark room where slie had beeii 
dwelling, ll was a httle advenunc which she was suddenly 
and unexpectedly wilhng to licccpt. “Tm not in the habit of 
sharing a taxi 'vitli a slrangei " said liowevcr, to save 
her self -res poet. 

“Neither am I,” he answered diyly. slammed the door, and 
sat down next to her “\o>\ Vvh.ere ma> 1 tui.e you?” 

“How tar arc you going?'* slic Ctsked. 

“Pioneer Society, \Niiciover that is. Promised to cart this 
stuff there for my Aunt Matiiilda, and i h^eg to announce that 
Aunt Mathilda is no ngmcnl of ms imngimiiion. even if she 
sounds like it.” 

“You mean Mrs. P>rovv(.ler^ Mathilda Browder?” 

“You know her 

“Slightly. Mother f now.s lie? quite we!!, though. Everybody 
knows everybody in San l Yaiieisco and the Bnnvders are one 
of our old families. We au- a small lowai too, in our self- 
conscious, ecrsmop(>!ilan way.” 

The Browders were registered, sealed, and approved pioneer 
stock, whicli meant that the hrsl Browder had ariived in ’49; 
it was a distinction iinaitainablc io the Ballards, who had not^ 
come until '51, an irrevocable mistake of the iirst San Fran- 
cisco Ballard wdiich made Mother .'lore whenever she thought 
of it. Like many oilier venerable 'elies. Aunt Mathilda, Percy 
Browder’s impoverished widow, was charitably dragged along 
by society jn various honourable and badly paid jol'^ that 
, weren’t called jobs but functions. At present she was cata^• 
Ibgiiing the Pioneer Society’s collection of local relLs, and the 
C^Utrtsy parcel Fred was lugging around were the boots and 
of somebody who had been Somebody in the city’s 
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early Wsto^iy. . • ‘01^ boots.” he remarked* Society. 

Aupt Matliilda^ Ancestor Worshri>, junk and bunk!” A. ribald 
popular doggerel hummed in Joy’s head and she was startled, 
and yet it seemed quite natural, that Fred at'the same motheht 
%as muttering the same quatrain — not to her but td the 
.Window on his side. 

“The miners came in foily-nine. 

The whores in I'lfty-onc, 

Aiui when they r,ot logcther 
Thcy produced die Native Son." 

He gave her a sly little side glance: ‘'Or does that make , 
you tell the driver to stop and get out of the car in righteous 
indignation?” 

Joy shook itei' head and laughed; it felt as though she had 
not laughed in an eternity; maybe she luKhrL “Wait a moment 
—now [ think I know wlio yon are; didn’t you give some 
lectures in some o( xhc clubs? Serious sliilT --! read about it 
in the Chronicle, 1 just don't remember your name ” 

“Fred’s the name. Fred Hoilenbcck, if you want to be 
pedantic. Yes, 1 was served up to the Fdks, Rotarians, 
Bohe'niians, ci cetera. wScareJ the ]vanls oif them— at least 
'that wa^ my intention. But will they listen to sense? Of course 
not! They won't gel oil the merry-go-ronnd until they’re 
kicked olf, bless their stupid liulc heads. You can feed them 
facts and figures until it comes out tlicir cars, give them all 
the statistics, the background, the histoiy, the precedents, drum 
the law of economic cycles into their noggins, warn them till 
^you’re blue in tiic face tliat ;d the rate tliey arc going a crash 
is unavoidable; but t!u:y w<aft listen, thank you, Mr. Hollen- 
l>eck, they’re not a bit interested in any solid information. 
They prefer belting on hunches, the fatheads, it’s the national 
pastime.” 

“T know what you mean. I do a bit of lecturing# myself, off 
^%d on,” Joy interrupted timidly before he could really begiil. 
J^reathing (ire. God save us — a crusader! was what 
ijhought.^ 

“Y’ou do? What’s your subject?” 
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“Oil— well — about paintings — culture, more' or less — appre- 
ciation of art--'-: — ’’ 

/^'JCord, no I Not art!” Fred had called f)ui, terrified, and 
gigain he had majile her laugh. 

^‘What’s so bad about art, Mr. Hollenbeck?” 

“It*s vague. It has no ^iilcs, do laws. It lacks precision.” 

A fugue by Bach.^a Beethoven quartet, bather practising the* 
same four bars for hours, days, weeks, until they were flaw*, 
less and perfect; the altar i(i Ghent on which the Van Eyck 
brothers had worked more than twenty years. “Now you’re 
talking plain lumscnse," Joy said liotly. 

He smiled; it caived two sharp lines into his lean cheeks. 
‘‘Of course, and that’s another thing 1 have against art,” he 
agreed amiably: "1 simply don’t know the first thing about 
it.” 

That was the begin nine’. The second lime they ran into each 
other was in the elevator of the Public l.ibrary. “What are you 
doing among die bookworms on tins bright, blue day. Miss 
Ambros?” he asked, “I'oning up tor another lecture on arP.^” 
There was unconcealed pleasure in his eyes and Joy was glad 
that she had shed her mourning and was v/earing her nice 
blue suit. 

“No — 1 ]ust picked up a book ” 

He stole a glance at the tonic which slie vainly tried to liide 
behind her handbag. It wcis pure cconcmiies, /^n)y,ress and 
Poverty by Henry Gcoi ge. His mouth twitched as he attempted 
to suppress a wide grin. "And vani, Mr. Hollenbeck?” she 
asked. 

“Me? Well- 1 was ]oi4:ing for something T need for my 
Ph.D. thesis,” he said, cliudiiiig his yawning portfolio under 
his arm. “Oh, to hell with it," he suddenly said, pulling a book 
from it and pushing it under Jc-’s nose: baiire's History of 
Art, They stared at eael; oilier and then thev burst out laugh- 
ing. The c^i^'Yator stopped at the main floor and logcthfr they 
walked out into the mild brightness of a Galihunia Decemb»* 
day. “How about a cup of colTee?” he a^ked. 

“Why not? But make it tea for me,” Joy answered to her 
owii amazement. 
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“Swell. Where do we get ^me decent tea for Milady?” 
‘‘Have ypu been to the Japanese Tea Gardens? No? Let's 
go there, though tyou’ll probably loathe it.” 

‘. They always laughed whefn they were tog::ther, they always 
‘fought, and al\va\s made up. “You’re all brains and cqjd' 
logic,” Joy would accuse him. “rnn iurc you have somewhere 
a 'hidden liliie where you’re pray'iug j^our own Ohm 

feani padme luirn Lo your own htlle ictisli: iwo and two makes 
four. Two and iwo makes four- - 

“And you are loo emotional,” he w^oukl retort. 

“What’s wrong with being cinol’.onal?” 

“Like the day you ran alter iwy hat -all emotion and no 
clear reasoning. 1 ha( old ciiapeau cost me four lorty-five when, 
I bought it and I’ve w avn it since I graduated from high school, 
"ten years ago. If 1 iigurc that wearing a hal has cost me, 
forty-five cents per annum mind yon, these ,ire slightly in- 
exact ligiires- it luis been completely aniouized and its value’ 
is down to /crix {'specially after you’d stomped on it. On the- 
Other hand, the was >ou Hung yourself in front of that truck 
— why, you might have broken a leg. or an arm, or gotten 
yourself run over altogether just lo save that worthless lid 
"bf mhic. 'I'hat’s wdiat I cal! too emotion<d; it’s unsound illogical 

^ihinkinl. My licart stopped ” 

“It did ?”' 

“You know damn well it did; hu dial mailer it still does — 

every time I see you or only think of you ” 

“If r w^eren’t emotional I wouldn’t have fallen so hard for 
;^OU- — Joy wliispered, and there was obviously no other 
^answer than lo pull her behind one of the dw'arfcd pine trees^ 
of the Japanese Clarden -llieir usual meeting place - and kiss 
her soundly. 

. Different as they were, liiey had also much in common and 
fhey agreed on many important points. They both liked to 
^.iiyalk in the rain, for instance, and they had their most refresh-^ 
jihg talks while the cold moist air was beating against th^li. 
"faces; their lungs unfolded, little drops collected in Jpy’^ 
:/iiebellious hair, and bred would take her wet hand, puftej^; 
dpwn into the pocket of his raincoat, and hold it there m hisu 
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Such walks set them apart frotn all the musty, airless people 
who were frantically hunting for Wis and buses or squatting 
dejec^dly before their smoking fireplaces. And they both^W^m 
like seals and nci surf was too dold or too rough for thetn^ 
Or, for instance, wasn’t it a rare accident and quite significant 
that neither of them haci been 'in love before? “Really not, 
foed? Cross y^)iir Acart and hope to die, really not?” 

^‘Really not. Not really. Not like this. I had no time for 
romantic nonsense.” 

'‘The same here. I had my hands full willi iny family. 
Neither time nor inclination so far.” Joy began to smile. “You 
know w'hat my father said about all those t:i)lii^h, immature, 
sloppy no-account aftaiis? 1'he mores of tlie jungle, he called 
it. Since the witch, doctors have removed a few taboos from 
sex, the IJ.S.A. primitives Haunt in your face what before' 
they did and thought only in ruiitan sin and .secrecy; that’s 
what he said.” 

“That’s right. I wish I had kncwvn your father, I think wc 
would have got along well. L.ook at the mess most of the kids 
arc making of their lives! ihirncd out before they're twenty- 
five. Thank Cod, >ou and I, we’re neither immature nor so 
awfully primilivc. we know whai we're doing and f/here 
we’re going,” * > 

There was a (me balance companionship and passion, of 
serious purpose and gay exhilaialion. There wsas a good free- 
'dora between then), a lecling o1 brisk Iresh air. "Let’s keep! 
the v/indows open. Trcd darling: always,” Joy would say 
every sc. often, ana' to licr, "always” meant marriage and 
a home and a family and gia)wing better and ever mor^, 
mature tcsgelher, middle-aged, old. "Always” to her meant: 
Always. . . . 


t*The stalionmaster stepped out of his ollice and button^ 
tas coat. "It’s raining again,” he said. 

; '“‘Oh, is it?” Joy asked. The rain came down in heavy streaki 
rif water with a sound of tearing talfeia, with an obstinate 
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boogie-woogie o:n the roof, mtji a splasWhg on black puddles 
frm which it ricocheted in miniature fountains; df gUttering 
jet. it an alltover rain, loud and violent, but almost in- 
visible it the blackness without, and turning into twirling sticks 
of glass and silver only where the lights of the station hit it 
ioy had not noticed it, she had been. too far away in the past 
*^^aining? Is it?' she asked. ^ 

' The stationniaslcr threw a worried glance at her. “You sure 
you’re feeling okay, lady?” he asked, “Ain't it getting too, 
;d^mp out here?” 

“No, thanks. 1 like rain. Always did ” she said. 

The stalionmaster .Jiullled a bit, scratched liis chin, made 
Us if to write on the blackboard, and finally crept back to his ' 
desk. “Won't he long now,” he said. 

Happiness, thought Joy. Yes, I was hai^py then. Whatever 
else happened to me bclore and has become of me since, I 
know happiness. I had it and what more can anyone wish or' 
expect m litc'^ Yes, even I. Joy Ambros, had my share of 
happiness. It's not a commodity that comes in great big slabs 
and hunks, I guess, only in tiny drihlcis like honey in the 
nectary ol a (lower: but once you Inul it you never forgot 
the Uislc (^f it. 

OnlyVi few da\s ago she had come upon a photo of Carmel 
Mission in a m»iga/inc, and with a rush of sadness and joy 
she had remembered a moment when she had been standing 
with Fred m the little Mission garden: a bird had been sing- 
ing and a beetle -brown m<mk tying up so, me honeysuckle vines 
in the long tranquil sluuhnvs ol late afternoon. What else? 
Nothing else. Just one of those shining, high minutes. Just 
this: Flappiness. I wemder if the graciinis, wealthy, and popu- 
lar Mrs. bredeiic llollenbeek got more r\' il than I? she 
thought. It's a slippery thing, is happiness, you can’t hold it, 
you can’t keep it, >ou can’t paint it either. She had tried it 
once, good years with F'rcd A patter a- -coloured 

dust on a hiUtcrliy wing, it rubs olf at the slightest touch., 
But I had it. 

For once Joy had played the leading part in her own lif^' 
and everything else had been reduced to dim movements and 
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muffled sounds in the background. Even Mother. Mechanic- 
ally and dutifully Joy nursed her through the months after 
Father's death, when Mother went completely to pieces and 
could not be lt»ft alone in her fits of despair and remorse. 
Remorse about the destruction of Father’s violin? No, that 
wasn’t like Mother. Remorse that the insurance money arrived 
too late to d^') Fiftlier any good. It helped Mother, though. 
Conferences with Johnny O’vShaiighnessy about the investment 
of this moiiuy to(dv licr mind off her grief, and by and by she 
rallied and perked up, and let herself be persuaded to buy 
some new dresses and h:its, only black ones, of course, maybe 
with just a toneii of white lace or pique, what do you think. 
Daughter Dear? lint black having always been a good colour 
for her light- haired loveliness, people told her that she looked 
more charming li’an ever with the first strand of grey hair 
under the black veb/et hai People also began to say: "What’s 
-happening to Joy? Wliy, (lie girl is suddenly becoming a 
beauty. Well, she's die ivpe that develops late, the better for 
her, that kind stays \oiing longer." And Mother would wink 
and waggle a finger at her and ask archly: "Could perchance 
a certain young man have something to do with the gl^orious 
way you lot)k, dear?” ^ 

This was d-e background* Joy was invited by Aunt Mathilda, 
and Fred was ii!\i(ed tn' Mother, and then Mother gave a tea 
party for Auni Mathilda and Aunt Mathilda had them for 
supper in the venerable, musty old Browder house, and in 
the meantime Mother did very well on the stock market and 
money rolled in hand over (isi, and Mathilda and Angelina 
became great friends and exchanged confident information 
about the status cd’ the two young people in question. Joy’s 
four thousand annually were mentioned, a pleasant addition to 
a young economist's salary, and on the other hand it was 
pointed out that Aunt Hollenbeck in Beloit, who had brought 
up Fred, 'vas not young and unfortunately failing in*healjji 
aud would lca\e a not inconsiderable estate to her nephew. 
Mother said to Joy: "Soon T will be financiaJly indepen- 
dent thanks to Johnny, he’s such a good friend and the tips 
he, gave me were excellent, and if you’d like to go to Paris 
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<ind do something about your painting, dotft hesitate on 
account ,qt me — ^not that I beheve you’ll paint any better in 
Ftance than you do here’ But as for me, I’m thinking of 
m^ing East and staying with Charles Afnr all, he is my 
son and 1 have neglected him much too long, but I couldn’t 
tef^ve your I athcr in his troubles, not* even lor a week or two, 
and I hope Cliarles will iindci stand whcre^ni> .duty was But 
isow there is noiluna inoic f(u me to do litre and being 
ftnancialiy indcptiukm ai list I think i thin^ might be 
^dod for my nti ws Dr C13 mt klls me 1 m ttuihlv run down^ 
^Ojd Di Hi \ ml 111 It IS 

It bionght a!) ol Jov s pi ^Uciivt n slmcts (v)f hci brother up 
short and sh' s nd ciintklv No thinks Moth^i, that's very 
sWeet oi vou but just now 1 hi\t no wish to (* to Pans and 
it might not h snth 1 (^ou i to npscl C n uNs s loutine 
just when ht is studMtU ioi iho hn ils 

“Oh, 1 didn’t siv I d move tod iv or nunoiiovv ind ” said the 
'Waggling tiiu^Li ill i\lx von silK moll r i. i 1 why you 

don’t want to o to Pn* jn i n iw 1 clH n iN v ill not leave 
you, deal, it » tinii. whtn >01 m iv nttd nit inoic than ever 
bclorc But a iMtk bn 1 Itlls ix ih t it won < lx 1 >n * ind you’ll 
get marnul, and tin ii ir\ i)l itt is iU tiniltlv with ( harles ” 
Perish Iht ihoiDht’ w is Jov s tvt*on m 1 the s imc even- 
ing she wiot < hiikv i w umn K tu 1 md tii'J to lead 
Mother’s mwloin spun tnuipiisv int* otiiti channels 
The GiiD, for msiante wtit pi mnin i tii}> 'o C uiida But 
Canada was 00 ( old loi viot* ind Ml^ivo Um) liot and so 
she 1 email It a m Sm 1 rmtisto *01 tns linu h in tind she and 
vAunt Mathikl i hi ikd md pu htd ind hovtd ind winked, 
and weic su imbt n ibl\ btntvcd ni and di tr' t tint Joy and 
Fred felt bulb icintd in b\ so rniith dtiornm and respecta- 
bility around then \\il<inowti lovt 

It was almost 1 itlxf tint I icd did not stiy put in San 
Franci co but th it Iht u'-c nth for hn p ,j)er UuA him away 
jEor weeks md months n m idt evcrv jtlnin of his a iestivity 
^nd a erea* shinin h<dul iv ai d kept tl i m ilways renewed 
laid fresh for each other 

What then ^ Ottober ’^9 loi Mothci a disaster worse than 
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eailt^quakc, fire, and death. It changed everything. No more 
talk of financial independence, back to Joy’s four thousand 
per annum. These were the weelj;s when Mother began dread- 
ing to be left atone, and if Aunt Mathilda had not released 
Joy from time to time, she would ncvci have been able to 
meet Tied at the Japanese lea Gaidcn again, nor to walk 
with him thuyigh Hie i iia Favz. i as Mothej had been before 
to see Joy mat lied and live apai! (lom hci, now she clutched 
her franticaii) I he icai, iltc c IioLhil. fv^ai ^ tew with the years, 
that paiasilic i^ai dial Lalin‘» Mother's lile hollow, and 
Joy’s too 

“Mum, vou IiUic psN^ho v\h' don’t ^^Hl do sometiung about 
that sillv pliv bi<i t'l vcHiis Susan had a'-kud oiue, with the 
best of inlcntKuis ‘ \\ h\ don t noli *^00 Di Hehiman about it? 
You’iemtkinj h't a toiOnj lo» \ nns^jt not tv > mention what 
it does to Io^ I h^i 1 ’o* d os' ».lii itiid ^onld t.dk \ou out of 
this wietched lu^n.^nsc in . kw cetunis ' 

Mother h ul hshked liom tlic lit''! but ^inee then she 

had baud and ck spiked Ss, (M»dn ectHially good- 

natiued d inghtci in law ' Ihu hiusy, tint narnp, trying to 
have me put aw j\ i.i aa iiistiluti<n «di ^ Ihit I’ll show her, 
just wait and w'., I il snow hci 

And tint ladus <ind Milknun Mk u^ I t lo\, that well- 
meant sellable I'ttiL u nn k » I Susmi n v\ n piobibW the seed 
from winch this poi oikd 1 h s eu/wn 

Chaile\ s dt 1 a ic 1 i pictabm itv d 1 i\l looni house had 
won s^coM 1 pri/ 11 i nit t, and whi!^ MolhLi was at last 
Proud nil, she w is iKn hew niin ^ ihc la( t th<it she hadn’t 
seen hc) son u\ a 'ls and it would sanpU kill her to miss hii 
graduation at PniKelon It wa^ at this point that the Fiankel, 
Jis , came tc^ lluni u 1 lies wcic lews I ut nice, as Mother 
used to say, and lindheaiied Jinut hiaiil el invited Mother to 
drive Fast with tiKin in iluii Studeb ikei imneover, the 
Frankcls dng up a cmwcnkiii cousin wlio 1 ul twins asd was 
willing to pay loy a luindicd dollais loi a poitiait of them. 
Joy did it in rosebud pink and bab\ blue and witli every hair 
in place and gleaming lights m the babies' e>es, it enabled her 
to supply Mother with two bundled dollars for incidental 
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expenses, 5hip her off. and buy herself two weeks of freedom. 
‘'Fred, ipy darling, I felt ike puking every minute of those 
sittings; but now*we have^two whole weeks to steal us a 
preteature sort of honeymoon, two whole, long weeks.” 

^Good. I made our reservations in Pismo Beach, it’s hicO 
apd inexpensive, just the place whepc we can be sure not to 
Jheet anyone who knows us,” answered Pred,, surprising Joy 
once more by liis forctliought and practical sense. 

When Mother came back she seemed a little smaller than, 
iHiffore the trip and there were a few new, tiny wrinkles in her 
Mssue-paper skin, and the enthusiastic descriptions of her visit 
with Charley had thin, brittle overtones. 

“He’s a wonderful boy, and he has a great future, there’s no 
doubt about it. All d(H)is are open for Ihm, depression or not, 

I saw with my own eyes the oiler the Metropolitan Construct- 
tion Company made him. And Grover Aldcnslow told me in 
person that he would love to iiavc him on his stall of draughts- 
men. You know who Ci rover is, he’s been building all those 
smart new colonial homes for the rich Westchester crowd. We 
were invited to one of them over the week-end, at the Blunts’, 
the sjigar Blunts, yon know. That house must have cost them 
a cool hundred thousand if il cost them a nickel — and you 
know what? I have an inkling that llie younger Blunt girl has 
quite a crush cm diaries, lovely girl, and what a young archi- 
tect couldn't do with that Blunt capital to back him up, 
but . . 

“Yes, Mother?” jo> had been waiting for the detrimental 

,but. 

“But Charles can be e\en more obstinate than his father 
was, bless his soul. And sort of closeinoiithed. Sort of all 
wrapped up in himself -well, 1 guess that’s how young people 
are. He’s full of ideas, but he had no time to tell me much 
about them. You should see the fuss people make about him, 
thoug^=i, I was really Proud of him and, you knoiv, I believe 
he was a little proud of his silly old motlier too. What do you, 
think of that new outfit of mine, by the way? Bergdorf 
iSUan’s, a bargain, it looks twice what I paid for it. CharJ^, 
§cemed a bit preoccupied. 1 hope he doesn’t overwork himtelF.' 
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I hate to say this, but he seems just a tpfle egocentric, a trifle 
selfish — well.” with a tight little laugh, “ajfted people usually 
are 

Mother was draining away, atout the Sugar Blunt capital 
probably, and then she gave a slner ot her altcntion to Joy. 
‘‘And what ha\e you bcivi np to'v^hile 1 wa> East, Daughter?” 

“I? Oh — 1 sVi'lcIi a tew landscapes Cainiel — Big 

Sur — Pismo Beach 

Pismo Beach A small, loghoUii i, clam digging fishiug 
village. But to Joy a blinding happia^so^ and fulfilment 
crammed into two weeks, a thimblctul out ol a bottomless 
well that woidd soon be theiis i he ^un, tnc ^apd, the waves, 
the suif pounding its ctcinal tin i n »mus the days 

filled with play and lauAhhi and colouis, the Sv.cnt of kelp 
and drying nct^ «ind hsli, niixctl with die oil and turpentine 
smells of I red’s portrnt 1 heir lon^-kgecd, cornpamonable 
bodies, hun^nv <ind then l‘>,t m each othei and afterwards 
content and relaxed and iiud, and alwa\s and miraculously 
hungry again 1 la le weic ^omid*- m lo\\ ihioat she had never 
known, little bud’s <til 3 ol ccstux muUcied woids out of 
jungle-dark dieams llicrc weic colouis she had never known 
existed, fitly dillcient sh ides in a Mim*e luminous, sun-sbaked 
dnft ol morniniT to*z Pitt lus oi Mndpipi'is’ feet in ‘the wet 
morning sands iike«idiawm^ bv f ml !<.! e Pattern of white 
walls, tora<ito-ied tile khiI, sqiiao and loari'dc, bal meed by 
the free-flov mj co hour ol .i bivit re nnu kc^l up on the shore. 
To point all li is t b, to oc tiee and c ip.iblc and daie to paint 
what she saw in tho'.c two w^.ok'- — 

VVhat a comrnonnkme tin U' o pee^pk in lo\e, the mosj 
commonplcKc tiiiim in tin w<.)ikl, Tor thought flow ridiculous 
if you looked back on ik how msignuic int, ho»v sticky. Two 
animals of the >peciej homo non saplcn^ (as I «ilhei had called 
them), mating 1 hat was all it amounted to, and so much fuss 
about it Shakespeare’s sonnets and Schaberl s I icd$r and 
Botticelli’s Venus and his Angels and Madonnas, all of theft 
sweetly pouting and petulant and a bit pink-noscd, like Mother 
^fter a good cry— all the inspiiaiion and the glory and the 
heaitbreak about almost nothing, that >et seemed at times like 
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cvcr^tlang. And this is where the long trail ends* Waiting at 
the ^tion IB Token^. all alone, and slowly going in§ane , 
She took her haifd from th^ dog’s pelt to roll herself another 
cigarette. The ram had stopped as abruptlytas it had begun 
and there was only the heavy drip-drip fiom the eaves. 
Tokjema, ol all places She got up lr!.)m the cold hard bench 
'"“d Stopped in liont ot the blackbo \id that wa^^ hanging there 
the ch<ilt^d on nunibci > of tiains to pass thiough Yet 
Sh^ did not s( e tli.il bond in Ikvii ol hci, she uas staring 
through It into til p*si, into the livin^-room ot then Grcen- 
Wiph Street aput hcnl, the s imc <ipaitnunl thc> still had 
Punijicd lull with 5 n.w biuwaiit sthishres. she had 
returned Iroiu Pismo Ht ich, die te't lik^ a eic it shining sail 
as she cut into tile muik> doldrums ol that lOom 

“Aic vou tiled Mother ^ Or i>, rt ill rt hi if 1 ud diops in 
a bit later ' Vm vv nit t > t h von .oiii dn. ’ she ^iiid, clasp- 
ing her luauls buiind h i biCK i 1 u'-li hid done in taut 
moments 

“Fred ^ \ on mctm Mr Hvdlcnlxd ^ is it th n u^-tH'nt^’^ 

“To us yes V/l vvani to miitkd as somi as possible.”’ 
“Gpodnt s Du' !ih i ours not c \en ctaMgcd ’ 

“Lct’jj skip the ioiiiiaha».s liiCy {< (uit ol dale ) red doesn’t 
war^ to stall th Till Uun wuh ike in his liMK and a clattei 
of tin cans iiivl iuwl\ in nic wti’i n al^ o\s.i iis We want 
to come to tl c. L imp' s is i i dleJ di ’ni‘iL 1 iiiuned couple 
of long siandnv^ 

“You nuci.i he <i tliL ip[ ) iiiuK l i nloicO Well — 
that’s good ut A > 

“No, but lliLV oilcicd Inm iiiassoci it p ohsso s]iip<it Red- 
lands Collca^ Ll is ^ood a bejumin ’ a my and we've waited 
long euvuigh 

Mother said nothin^ }v>r r \c^y lont! minute and then she 

said, “Redlands’ ' soUo voc*' and to herscll, ‘ Redlands ” 

if had seen an appalling <ippaiiUon w ilk •through the 
foom “Does Redlands at least pa} him well she then asked 
soberly 

“I don’t think so but wc'lI izet a little house on the campu's 
rent-free and what s the mallei. Mother ^ Aren’t you pleased 
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that , you won’t have an old maid on your hands, after 
all?” ' ' 

\ In the East they had blued Mother’s grey hair a trifle too 
much and persua^led her to use ifn orange lipstick; where-t]he 
jpainted cupjd’s bow did not quite cover her lips, they» too, 
had suddenly a bluish tin^e and the rouge stood in hard circles’ 
bn her while check#. 

^ “What’s thc?c to be pleased about? The moment I turn my 
back you do somclliing completely cra/y and without so 
much as asking me. Rediaiids! I wouldifi have minded so 
much moving lo wStanford with you, at least I’d have some of 
my friends near, and i might meet nice people of the Peninsula, 
crowd and run up to San ^rancl^ct) every week — but Red- 
lands? Wlietc 1 don’t know a soul- -and certainly wouldn’t 
care to know iinvbtxly. Ih^nestly, Daughter, can yon imagine 
me sitting on tiie shabby porch of a shabby hide bungalow in 
Faculty Row? And in Rechands, of al! the Godforsaken small 
■towns. That’s somcwhcie near l.os Angeles, isn’t it? No, I 
refuse to li\'c in Redlands 

It was a storm ol the liis» order, pathetic and quite ridicu- 
lous, considering that neiilier bred nor .loy had even remotely 
thought of taking Mollier to Redhmds with them — noi'*any- 
wherc else, hu' (hat mailer. “Don’t let’s be emotional about 
this question, let’s lake a rati<uial point of view,’’ he had 
declared. ‘'Your na-llier h.as h.er life and we want to have ours, 
and there exists no infernally worse liisso nance in the whole 
universe than the squeak o’ tlie roeking-e'nair on wliich a 
mother-in-law is planted for die rest of her ilays. Don’t mis- 
understand me, darling, nothing personal, Tm very fond o^ 
your mother, but it would not work out, and she’d be just as 
miserable as we. She can’t live ak)ne? Well, tlial’s too bad, it’s 
a weakncvss, and you must not cater (o it. It’s the weak who, 
indestructible themselves, destroy the strong if \ve don’t stop 
them. The termite- -the arnteha - the mosquito- gerrns-^bugs 
—pests *’ 

“Yes, yes, darling, you don’t have to give me a lecture on jit. 
You* better tell me what the heck we’re going to do about 
Mbflier.” 
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“The solution is , as logietd as two atid two— ^your mother 
and my. Aunt IVl^thilda havfe become greait friends, -arid there’s 
tlnit huge, Stable, t^^at old Browder home On LombWd Street, 
where Aunt Mathilda is rattling around all by herself. If y<Hjr, 
'thb^er can’t live alone, let the two old girls move in togeltherv 
ahd'keep each other companyand gossip to their hearts’ epn* 

.tent — bit’ll be comfortable, and economicaUbesides ” 

you think tiiat’s a simple solution, yod try and talk 
Mother into it and see if she doesn’t bile your head off,” Joy 
;S^d glumly, bred marched into the living-room and talked 
■fdt twenty minutes with Mother, after which he emerged with 
his wide, winning Wisconsin grin. 

*‘A1] fixed,” lie announLcd calmly. ‘X'onic in and receive the 
maternal blessings.'' 

, *‘Well, I'll be ’’ Jov said, dumbrounded. “ilow did you 

do it?” 

*‘1£ it isn’t my fatal chamj, 1 can only assume that sense 
makes sense; and your molhcr is n<>t only cliarming, but she 
has a surprisingly good head for figures,” was Fred’s conclu- 
sion. 

Mother’s licad was bowed over some sheets which Fred had 
covered with the mentioned figures, her hands trembled faintly, 
and she*was trying 4o smile and hide the tears that slowly mn 
down to her inouih and washed the orange lipstick away. 
Seldom had Joy seen Mother so pliant and huiorn, and she 
felt touched and very sorry for her. ‘1 mapped out the family 
budget, ours and Angelina's,'’ Fred annoimcetl cheerfully. He 
was already calling her Angehna and she was calling him Fred 
and everything seemed in the best of order. “We’ll have to 
tiew very close t(') the line, but it’ll work out ” 

“If it’s a question of money— you can have iny four 
thousand. Mother. We'll manage on Fred’s salary,” Joy said 
Spontaneously. 

Fred’s face expressed: Watch out- -too emotional again. 
ftNo, /oy, that’s what [ just explained to Angelina. It wouldn’t 
be fair. Not the first year, when wc have to establish a hou'sd: 
hold — and 'there might be a baby, wc hope. Later it’ll' 
Afferent. I won’t be an underpaid associate professor for lohgi 
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you may be sure of that, but for the beginning Angelina agrees 
with rae,. that it’s only fair if you share your income with her 
and share alike. Now, here you can sec ho\y it works out in 
detail: ^ ^ 

Joy was amazed, as she ahvays was by the unexpected 
flashes of Fred's clficiency^ He hadn’t forgotten a thing, down 
to the New Year’s t'.ps for the janitor and the replacement of 
electric bulbs, “ril try to form some sort of a co-operative on 
fte campus, because you see, for instance, if vve buy potatoes 
% the bushel we’ll save quite a let, and the same holds for 
eggs and everything ” 

Darling, daiiing, don’t 'go so far away irorn me, Joy thought. 
Fred, checking olT tiic laundry bill and thoroughly conversant 
with egg prices, was not quite the same as tiie romantic Fred 
of the Japanese 'Fca Ciarden, the passionate lover of Pismo 
Beach. Yet laundry bills and egg prices were a solid part of 
marriage — of what to her meant ; Always h^here was a 
stability about this sober and ellicicnt man of hors which she 
had never known. And that he had been able to tame Mother 
seemed a piece of sheer magic. 

For a few days Mother seemed quite happy, quite recon- 
ciled to the idea of moving (jiandnicrc’s aniiquc furnituie to 
Aunt Mathilda’s musty house. '“Why, I'll make a sightiseeing 
place of it — Old San Fran'^iseo at its best,” she announced, 
and Joy thought lltai Moth.er would prc^bably enjoy the idea 
of having found in timid, quiet Aunt Matiiilda the utterly 
elegant appendage called a lady companion - like, for instance, 
stonc-oid Mrs. [H'nsmgcr had at her hcck a.nd call. But after 
a few days Molh.cr’s mood changed. 5ihe seemed thoughtful, 
subdued, unusually con.>identie to^waivls Joy, who couldn’t 
help feeling a bit guilty and very sorry for iKr. “Wh.al’s worry- 
ing you. Mother Dear? I thought you liked mo\ing in with 
Aunt Mathilda — and she’s so happv about it, tlie sweet old 
girl.” ,, 

“Oh, I’m not worrying about myscll, I ne\cr dc), Daiighten^ 
It^ you I’m worrying about. I haven't slejn all these nights, 
J’ye tried to make up my mind whether to talk ’to you or 
let things take their course. But you know me — I've never 
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shunned doing my duty, Jiard as it sometiines might have been. 

there’s something I have to &scus 3 ivith you, 
and f m afraid if {1 hurt you a bit. Not as much as it hurts me, 
though, because you know-how much I lo^e you, more: than 
\if you ^ere my own child, you know that, don’t you?’’ V: 
\,*‘Yes, >cs. Mother. I knov.^, but fornc to the point, yOu’ye 

up cnoLigli suspense for a five-act diiama ” 

jr'/‘Don’t misunderstand me. Daughter. J’m vdiy fond of your 
^OUng man, he's u fine boy and he comes from a good, sound 

|ami]y ” 

’ “Thanks. And?” 

‘Tfs vciy unfortimaie, but yv>ii v:un't honestly say the sarne, 
of yourself, dear. You must I'orgb e me if I break this to you 
rather nidc]\'.” 

“Never mind, Motliei. Lei the skeleton out of the closet. 
Did one of the c:irly Hallards pick up his wife in a fenderloiJa 
:crib? We wouldn't be the fu)]y San Francisco family with a 
purple Patel'S in its past, and neither IVed nor I care a hoot 
about it.” 

' , “You don't hn\e io gci vulgar and make fun of me. It’s a 
ipjuch too .serious matter. I'm talking about >oiir health.” 

Y “What’s the matter witli iny hcallh? You alwaiys told me 
,,that l«liave the constitution n\ a dray horse. Oh, I see — you 
;iliean because Maud's lungs were not (.juile sound?” 

“Thai's not it. Ihank heavens, Fve kept \ou healthy up to 
;liow, physically, i mean, and lei's lu'ipc yjui'il remain just as 
Jicalthy when you’re married and have a family- you do want 
children, don't you? Young people today seem to discuss such 
'delicate matters ciiiilc freely, I was told — ” 

“You bet we want children. TLilf a do/en, if wc can alTord it.” 

“Hm. Now look, Daiiglitcr, maybe it was wrong of me not 
!to have discussed this with you sooner, but 1 was afraid it 
would upset you loo much and well, there it is; you come 
ffom^a sick family. On the Ambros side. VVe Bullards were 

l^^lways sound of mind and limb ” 

. “Go on.” 

“There *has been a strain of mental disease in the Ainfii^s 
itoily for several generations. Insanity. They’re unbalauc^d. 
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Decadent. Degenetated— rdo you understand what I’m trying 
to tell >ou? My dear — ^you oughtn’t to have children. I’nl not 
even certain that you ought to get married.”* 

Joy felt her han^ls grow cold and clasped them behind her 
jbhckP *That’s nonsense,” she said with a stiff, unbelieving 
smile. 

'.Volt’s the truth, the^igh. Someiinies il skips n generation and 
then it breaks fliroiigh when you least expect il. Remember 
your father'^ his nish tempers those periods of melancholy 
when he hardly spoke a v^<nd, those moods i}f his, up in the 
sky and then way down certainly, he wasn’t exactly what 
you’d call well baianced 

“Father was- oh, please, ^lon’t let's discuss 1 alher.” 
“Believe me, I knew your fcither betlcr than you; 1 covered 
lip for him a wdiolc lii’ctimc, 1 didn't let a in one know what 
was the matter witii him. btit I knew. Oh vls, I knew it. And 
the way he died we ne\cr lalLed about it but - 

“Please, Nhnhcr, please, don't let's talk about it now. Don’t 
let’s talk about it ever." 

, “And what a.bout Cf.andineie? You couldn't call the 
Generalin normal. Not h' am sli etch (d* imagination, you 
couldn’t.” ' ‘ ■' 

“Grandmcj'.' was an eecL-nOie" said J(\\. 

“She was jd.am nuts," sa.id Molhei L'ear, tailing into the 
vernacular but insliiPlly aluu’oing out of it. manic depres- 
sive with distmcl megalomaiiiae delusions, thal’s what Dr 
Behrman wro,ic in las repou, and he is one of the most famous 
psychiatrists llia.l ever ca.nie from Idiidapest. I never mentioned 
your Grandmere's brother, the Count Animering, but I met 
him'whcn 1 was a young girl: completely mad, they had tc 
put him into an institution. One of your father's sisters went 
out of her miiul after childbirth and has been a burden to hei 
husband ever since- but don’t let’s go iriUi detail. Fve nevei 
heard of so much hercditaiy disease in a family.” 

“If you knew all this, why then did you marry Father?’^ 
ioy dsked truculently. “Why did Maud?” 

''\*^]M[aud didn’t know and wouldn't have understood it any- 
way. And 1 — 1 loved your father, and I loved you and vou 
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needed 4 motbejc/I don’t mean to say that I sacrificed myself 
fof yp^f: sake^but 'anyway-r-I loved you and your father 
to take that risk with open eyes. Thank heavens, it 
tfl(rried out well, and Charles is a real Bi^Jlard; good sound 
pdiieer stock, he reminds me often of my own father, Mess 
his soul. But you are leaning more and more towards tne 
'Ambros side, dear, and I can’t tell yoft* how mueh I haye 
, 5 yorried about it without letting you know. But now that you 
want to get mairicd and have a family- oh, nothing untoward^ 
niay happen, but it’s no use closing your eyes to the possibility. 
If you want my opinion, the least you can Jo is tell Fred, the 
truth and let him dec. do. M’ he lecis that he loves you enough 
10 take the chance, at least he’ll dc> so witli open e^^es — ^as I 
did when 1 maaried your father. My poor girl, 1 know it’s hard, 
but it’s the only decent thing to do.” She got np and stood 
over Joy and stn^ked the unruly hair back born Joy’s wide 
brow; it was an unwanted caress whicii sent a cool little shiver 
up from the naj'se oi' J(»y’s neck and made her scalp contract. 
*‘If you think it's too hard for yuu. I’ll take it upon myself to 
talk to him,” Mother olTcred gently. 

‘Thanks, Mother. That won’t be necessary. I'm a bit 
muddled up just now. L.et me tliink it over. I lianks for telling 
me an^'vvay.” 

She had gone to her room with that injection of poison 
slowly spreading <uit and infiltrating every cell of her brain; 
a small dose of poison only, a poison with delayed action and 
lasting clTcct, She liad consulted the emiiuaU Dr. Behrman, 
who shrugged and probed and talked to her from behind a 
barricade of I 'rcudian terms and at last discharged her with 
some vague sort of pessimistic optimism. 

. . not being thoioughly ac(]iiainted witlT the case histories 
of other members v)f yanir family, T hesitate to give an opinion 
— of course, \vc can’t foresee in what way inherited traits 
migh/ manifest themselves —on the other hand, environment 
^nd early impressions have such a great influence-— at present 
I think it is safe to say that you seem well adjusted and 
Miss Ambros, but wc are no magicians or soothsayers, 
Ambros, and— yes, it is true, your grandmother had lost touch 
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with reality to a remarkable degree, but having met her only 
when she .was very old, I cannot judge if this was simply a 
symptj6ni‘ of senile degeneration, or if she had always been a 
schizoid — not to say a schizophrenic personality. Your father 
-r^yes, he was niy^patient during a nervous breakdown — but 
that^s a passing disturbance, and»wc know that it hits not too 
ii;ifrequently the soPd citizen just as well - the level-headed 
banker, the sUiut-heartcd sportsman, ha-ha-ha. As matters 
stand, I can neither advise voa not to marry, nor would I like 
to take the resjx^nsibilily of telling you to go ahead, bring 
children into the world — in any case, Td like to have another 
talk with you. Miss Ainbros. Shall wc sav Wednesday? At 
three-fifteen? Ai^f IVu’drr^i hen. Miss Arnbros. 1 assure you, 
it was a pleasure- ” 

Thin ice, that\s what it amounted to, stripped of its psy- 
chiatric mum bo )iiinbo. 

Joy tried to push clouds away and struggled through gloom 
and fog, and could not sleep and searciied her conscience and 
fought for the clarification i^f the slippery and evasive prob- 
lem. The third day she took a long hike way out along the 
shore. She climbed down the cliHs and there she sat for a long 
time, her hands clasped around her knees, and tliought it over. 
But soon her c\es began to aL)sorb and transform ^things. 
There was nmre seeing than thinking and a great healing 
power in it. On scmie d:iy^ the fog ol San 1 rancisco cimld be 
as good as and keener than the much-painted one of Paris. 
Behind its transnarenLV slretchcd the Pacific and shone the 
stronger sun of (^aiifornia. It was a more expensive fog, 
platinum, as aga.mst the Paris silver, but this wasn’t one of 
those days, h was cold though not wandy, at least not accord- 
ing to San F^hancisco standards, and sky, shore, rocks, sea, and 
the clouds over Mann ("ounty, had more s'lades oi grey than 
any brush could paint. I hc water in the iin\ coves ol the shore 
lino was almost black, a tine backgrourui for the Praque 
browns of fuzzy, floating coconut shells, the long and highly 
attractive garlands of kelp the tide had deposiicd on the sands, 
Five shades of green on their bnnvns, orange high lights on 
th^ roundness of gourdlike fruit, blossoms, or whatever th^y 
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were. The cliffs too, if you looked at them long enough, were 
nor grey, but out ijjtp a; spectmm ;^df co^^ 

blues, purple/^ine ochre, cubistic shapes contbured in Vhite 
Bpes by the veiled platinum sun. Before she left, /py pieke^ 
up a flat pebble into which the water had^chiselled a smqoth 
oval hole; it was a lovely p(hbblc, conceived and shaped .% a 
S^eiy great and ageless sculptor. She put ii^inlo her coat pocl^t, 
keeping her fingers lightly closed around its^ beautiful form, 
,She felt fine, thank you. She lelt cleansed and washed free of 
|l>at slow poison - or so she believed. 

“I thought it over, Moiher. what you told me the other day, 
you remember?” 

“Well- and . . . ?'’ 

“I’m not going to talk to fVed about it. 1 discussed ihe 
matter with that sly old voodoo priest. Dr. Bchnnan, and I 
don’t see any reason for blowing it up and making a big 
problem of it. I’m not afraid.” 

Mother looked up from tlic sweater she iiad begun knitting 
\vhcn Cliarlcs had entered Pi ineel on and which hadn’t been 
quite ready for his gradualitni. “ITveept,” she said with a little 
smile, when Joy had reached the door. 

“Whafs that?” 

“Nc<^/t afraid, except of liiiding out that your young man 
might not love you enough to stand a lest,” said Mother. 

Trust Mother always to lul the nuv, jumping nerve. That 
'was the funny tlung about Mother. You woukin’t call her 
especially bright, or well informed, and the bit cosmopolitan 
veneer which in the yeais vvitli I'ather slie had managed to 
iacquer over licr native ignorance was cxeeetlingly thin. In 
general she was much too self-ccntreti to understand or care 
what went on m other people’s minds or hearts, yet she had 
an uncanny instinct for finding the vulnerable spot where best 
to inflict a sharp pain or a lasting damage. 

Smarting from the sting of the whip. Joy cantered off to have 

out with her man. “d ell me, Fred, hut honestly, did it.ever 
Strike you that I’m kind of nervous? Moody? UnbalanCed-r 
or something of the sort?” she asked him over a cup of , tea 
ig their graceful cld retreat, the Japanese Garden. The. Hftle 
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spoon in her anxious, fingers . hit the saucer with the fine 
trembling of a silver baby, rattle. 

Fred only laughed. “Sure, honey, as nervous as the old re(|^ 
wood in Sequoia. Emotional, yes,' and silly, thank God/ and 
unpredictable, but that’s what made me fall in love with you. v 
at first sight. Such a reserved yt^ung lady on the outside, so 
much of a woman .)nce you open up. I love banked fires.. 

They’re much v^arnier 

, “You don’t diink I’m a bit cra/y at times?" 

“You must be nr \oii wouldn’t have picked me of all people. 
But never mind. I’ll be sensible bn’ both of us when it’s 
necessary.” 

Joy took a new lun and jump. “"rYed darling — I mean — 
later, when we're manied what would you do ij I fell sick 
— or supposing a child of ours should be I mean if ” 

“I know whai you mean. If I broke a le,g, you'd run oil with 
the butcher boy. sure as hell, wouldn’t you*’ And it you get; 
appendicitis, I'ii turn round anti shirt an a..;air with Marlene 
Dietrich, and if our brats catch the measles, as they certainly^' 
will, ril desert you allogctiicr ;ind you’ll never see hide nor 
hair of me - - ” 

“I’m serious, bred. I " 

“So am 1, my Joy, We both know the meaning of marriage; 
for richer, for poeaer, in siekncv.>, in liealih. 1 won't lake my 
vows lightly, and ncithei will vvHi, and now slop talking 
rubbish.” 

Joy gave up, slie ditl not tell him ih.e whole truth. She tried 
to push the wiude thing out o\' lier innui as probably just 
another of Mother's ingenious iaiic monkey waenehes which 
she was fond of throwiipg into any smotuldy woridng machin- 
ery. It was only much later, wiien eveiMiung was over and 
finished, and Ir.e poison had taken its full etfecl, that she 
asked Mother if she had secretly taken malteis in her own 
hand^ and friiducned lued IloIlLiibcek oil 
' Mother denied with strong cries (Y protest, but that didn4* 
a thing, Joy knew. To Mother, hing and play-acting 
WjE^re as natural as breathing, sleeping, and digesting were 
to Others. 



Fredpric O. Hollenbeck, successful trouble shooter, bowed 
out of Uoy’s a-' j^ntleman* A hasty gdodb^e oyer the 

telephone, a wii;e from Beloit, Wisconsin: Aunt.]S0iieaTbeck 
very ill — must remain at her bedside. Love. An evasive letter, 
ia, vague telegram from New York, and on her birthday flowers, 
and even a long-distance trail, hasty, garbled, without Sub- 
Stance, and choked by her own heartbeat). A clean amputation 
would have been less painful than this ga<jgrenous rottflig 
away of her only love alTair. He didn’t come back to. ISan 
Francisco and he didn’t go to Redlands either. A letter from 
London inrornicd her that he had accepted a fellowship which 
was to keep liim in *-Airope and vSoiuh America on a two years’ 
research project. 

For a while there were still letters, ever shorter ones at ever 
longer intervals, and then still a post card from some port or 
capital, and at last thc\, too, stopped altogether. What re- 
mained to her of the I red Hollenbeck episode was in the 
end nothing but an untinished and quite mediocre portrait 
and the undeniable advantage of being an old maid in name 
only. 

Joy did not know exactly at what point she had stopped 
beiwg fond of Mother and begun haling her. There was no 
such dear-cul hiatus in her twilight life, it all became drifting. 
Wafting, like die fog over the bay, without lights or shadows, 
without contour or substance, an cver-saineness in which the 
years passed quickly, for empty days or weeks or months are 
very brief, .ft'y had been very fond of Motlier, and then just 
fond by habit„ and later she was still grateful and under an 
obligation, and even when she began to see tiirough Mother’s 
manoeuvres and behind her steel mask of feeble helplessness, 
she had been leniently amused, as v/e may he by the failings 
of people we ha^ e always and closely known. And for a long 
time, even after Father’s death, and after Fred’s disappearing 
act. she still sometimes felt sorry for Mother, ^whose frettog 
itfind '^tidgeting grew worse, and who at last could not b© left 
alone for an hour without suffering agonies of fear and si^o- 
cation. Little by little Joy had added up all the harm Mdtiier 
■j^ad done and hed begun hating her. But by then she herself 
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was too worn down and underminpd to break away and leave 
Mother to her own devices. If I leaive Mother, she will descend 
upon Charley, she thought, with whatever energy was st^ lef t 
in her.' She will ruin him and break him aitd I can’t let that 
happen, not to Charley. 1 myself don’t matter, not any long^jr.' 
.But Charley docs, he mattcrc a jjreat deal, 

, And so, disdainfully loathing, grimly polite, Joy kept on 
taking care of who had injected that slow poison into 

her mind, that carrier of disintegration, that sickening watch- 
fulhess: Am I normal? Do 1 behave like (Uher people? I have 
changed. I am changing for the w'orso, it is all getting so cloudy. 
And could this hUlerness and hatred be of a paranoiac nature? 
Do I have distorted views of the world? lliese colours and 
shades I see, this urge to hnd the well-ordered pattern behind 
the accidentally visible, the thing within the thing — is this the 
beginning of losing touch with rcalit> ? Van Cjogh - lhe flame- 
like strokes of his brush, the searing reds and yellows and 
almost black greens of his palette, tlie iurbulencc of his 
dancing stars, the luagnilicent, sweeping, darkling menace of 
his cypresses: it all had ended in insanity. But this was how 
she, too, saw what she saw. these were her colours, this was 
how she would have wished to paint had she become a paipter. 

Did it mean that she, i<x), was heading for the ^insane 

asylum? 

She would stand Sn the kitchen and coddle an egg for 
Mother and suddenly she would laugh out loud. But 1 wouldn’t 
cut off my own car like Vhneent. I would cut olf Mother’s and 
send it to the ne\L brothel with Mrs. Ambros’ best compli- 
ments — and she heard her own laugh.ter and stopped abruptly, 
shocked and appalled. 

Once and only once did she speak about it with Larry 
Grant; not with her brother Charley, because she did not 
wish to intrude her own troubled thoughts and currents of 
anxiety into his life, wdiich was round and perfect and com- 
plete like the* beautiful cone shells Susan w'as collectiifg % 
as samples of colour and design. No, you couldn’t go to 
brother, a man secure and happy in his ckar bright 
world of glass and new building materials and redwood and 
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funcUonal Jfreejdpm of lines and 

ideas, ,Wra point-blank : *"Do ypit. thinfc,Tm slowly 

7 It funs in our family, you know, 
with Larry Grajit you could talk about ixiany^^lbito^ 
^pput everything almost; even about yfiur own slipping*^ 
l^cked-in self. 

-^I^arry had come to San l^rancisc?o vvidi Charles Anibrqs,' 
llfipth of them part and parcel of the group of> modem arCMi- 
tft^ts and designers which the preparations for the Worldjs 
l^ir swept into to\\n and who were forging ahead with gre^‘ 
ilisto; turning visions into blueprints and blueprints into 
h^ildings, and altogether letting the Bay City have one of those 
badly needed blood translusions vvhicli she endured from tphe 
to time with reluetanee and bewilderment, till siie had absorbed 
the new blood as something to be pi\)ud and even a bit boaSit^' 
ful about. By now, two miraculous bridges spanned the bay, 
fairground had been created on Treasure Island, but ferry^ 
boats and cable eais, altiiongh obsvdelc, were strenuously pre- 
served by a sentiincnlally commercial population which was 
piMond of quaint relics as (d tiie tumist trade they attractf^. 
pnee more the same old complaint was sounded, on the streets, 
in ciubs, downtown olTices, and staid, oinale living-rooms 
along the Manna: “San Francisco isn't what it used to be* 
iTPu should have seen tlie city behne Tne World War. ...” 

11 In the meantijnc the three young people put up their work 
>hack, tacked to the w^alls their dreams in the shape of beautir 
:ully conceived but highly imrealislic projects for city plani* 
afng. for new suburbs, sclioois, factories, exemplary housing 
[^^cilities for workers, with playgrounds and tree-shaded ct^r 
pg streets and sun and comfort for all; and tliis done, they got 
JUsy. Charley was whistling, l.arry was smoking his pipe, an^ 
Susan was pregnant as hell. 

i';The three of them had arrived in a disreputable car; thfey 
teamed inseparable, and their crisp gaiety and total uncjqn^ 
f&r what people might think about such a triangle 
pother’s lips turn blue under the lipstick. But for alT^-tJ^ 
|fomestic trials and tribulations that were added to JVfY* 
kionblcs, for all the soft, gentle tantrums Mother was thr<X" 
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mg sjiace Charley had committed the crim^ of marrying the 
girl }p loved instead of falling in tvith Moth6r’$ J^c-^pun, 
ambitious plslns^ Joy’s life had grown mych easier, "ticber, 
Kgiter, less burdened, less confined, since her brother was 
back in town, iusan and Larry became her friends, 
onp^, particularly Larry With .him she could (eel at ea^e* 
relaxed, gay, and «?ven^e\ubeiant at times He made het 
laugh as she hadn't since oh wdl, not in all the years since 
Aijiio D(Jiniiu Ih'jilcnbcck Suine (I the refiLshing draught 
even blew tluough tlu apaitmcnl on Cmcmvich Street. The 
furniture 1 i<k 1 to be leman' J when Mnilur sold Grand- 
mere’s bauuju^ L<)inin 'I S « in 1 un ^ ijev\ curtains in 
Mothci’s bL^.hi)(nTi aiio CiiiiiL^ t'liew out v^inc ot the old, 
Stifl-backud cli ms end. u[>ki lO ilicni with comloi table modem 

ones, dcsigncil h\ I aiiv (nanl 

“Larty is a genius vviidi il convs to eh nrs,” Charley pro- 
nounced ‘ riio; hi \ou, tlu' ‘h; » A oa. xhe) I )\e >ou, they 
don’t put >uui i mm m i ii iitijckvi \v)u sit in them, that’s 
the secret It’s tin one ^n‘t il.is gical lim ha^ got* he cap 
design a chaii tliat s a chan 

“Larry has anv)llK» di 11. \ a liiend iCit’s a friend, 

now aren't >ou, Cjomtv ^ ' Susm <idded with a little twinkle 
at Larry, who, pip., in uk ulli was m me piotcs'- ol changing 
Maxine's diapKi He v'js i tuinbt.iin^ cLphaiiiine kind of a 
man and, like the ^ Lph ml it tlu /oo, Iil lielcl a gieat attrac- 
tion for all '.oils ot people, esiKciaiK cmldiLii Liis enormous 
body was Loveud latlxi than diess..d in inllowing masses pi 
grey flannel ciil on the lines t^l a hadl\ iigeed tent, he nevei 
used an ovcicoat but s u waini and safe within his paddings 
of fat and muscles 

“Look at youi hat, you sloppy Pastaid," vSiisan would saj 
affectionately ‘‘What do >ou do sleep with 
'“On it, dearest, on it, not with it If >oii must know, I put 
ft under my matlres>, at night to keep it well pressed like 2 
{(oot-walkcr's pants In fact it's a tuck 1 learned when I vtfK 
^^JLpor-walker at the Palace I mpoiium, Duliidi, Minnesota, 
You have to ha\c winning manncis and a dappei appearance 
iu^lijtat sort of job” His jMssnig references to an improbajplc 
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number, pf v?isyy,diver,gent jobs 6e claimed to have held at 
various t^es made Joy wonder and almost' giggle.^ 

. “Don’t believe a word that big bruiser says; ^ CharD^^^d^d 
re^rk. “It’s all part of his act.” 

; ';“Xw, go and luck in your shirt-tail, brother! You’re just 
je^ous of my broad education,” Larry would answer, lookhtg 
;3;^StK a mother’s tender eye at his yobng partner. Yet for all of 
flCitry’s careless ways of talking, walking, dressing, and behiv- 
there were unexpected high lights of elegance about himl 
could earn good money renting out that lug as a lady’s^ 
Isfeort,” Susan claimed; he was a light-footed, tireless, and 
'^usiastic dancer, and his smooth expertness in ordering a 
'dinner and discussing an enjoyable vintage gained him ,thp 
respect and favour of arrogantly harassed headwaiters Md 
disillusioned sommeliers. “You can’t help that sort of stuff if 
you work as a dining-room steward on a Dollar Liner,” was 
ILarry’s explanation. He doodled designs for dresses — “did 
bddles of doodles for Logz/c in my lean years” — and liked tp 
along on shopping trips; he never grew impatient at drawn- 
^put fittings, gave sound advice, and never missed complimeht- 
Jug you on a new hat or accessory. Tl was a quality which pro- 
inot(^ liim quK'kly into Mother’s gexxi graces. ‘ Just don’t let 
her find out that I laid tiie foundations for my exquisite taste 
In feminine apparel when, as a boy, T ran errands for the girls 
in a cathouse, down on Water Street, Memphis, Tennessee,” 
observed Larry. “What a clown you are, Larry !” Susan Would' 
exclaim, at which he turned tpjilc serious. ‘'You mustn’t over- 
rate me, honey-chilc- not a clown, dclinitcly not a clown f 
Pnly a roustabout with Ringling Brothers and only for six. 
V<^ks; got fired when the elephants complained that I was 
luting all Ihcir peanuts.” 

^ Larry's usefulness was a blanket that covered everything!:. he 
had good seats to sold-oiit concerts; he brought you the bc^lc 
you ought to read, took you to exhibitions you mustn’t ipfeSi. 

a'xid drove you out to flic country when yotir nerves^ 
jlhnost reached llic breaking point. He could cook, sew on'l|®|; 
itODS, fix a jammed zipper, repair electric gadget!5» 
Irtother’s dying birthday azalea back to life. He paced 
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of the jnatenjity ward with Charley an4 later watched the 
bahiesi BUmbers one and twoi he didn’t mind in a pinch help- 
ing iSusan with the laundry or talcing Mother off Jdy> hands 
for aa evening, and he was an expert bottle warmer and JRab‘^ 
lum feeder. He A ways seemed to have time, never appeatbd* 
hurried or preoccupied ^or tired; almost as if he wished to 
make you forget ihsti he was one of America’s topmost Indus- 
tjial designers*and a glutton for work. “How do you keep 
it up, you bum? Living on a diet of bcn/cdrinc?” Charley, 
by- no means an easily fatigued worker, would ask, dim- 
eyed and yawning over some construction problem late at ' 
mgbt. 

*‘A simple matter of habit, son. Since the time I was a night 
watchman at the Soiirkamp Tool and Tractor Plant. Wichita, 
Kansas, I’ve never been able to sleep iiKue than five hours 
put of twenty-four. It leaves me lots of time for fun.” Larry 
would answer. ' , 

^‘Larry really is God’s gift to womaniiood,” Susan said ‘fp 
Joy. “Did you notice lliat all the cleaning women worsl4i>";. 
him? The giils at the office are pinning their hearts on thdif 
sleeves for him, and those genteel old salesladies at the White 
'House who wait on him forget that their feet hurt. He’d«Qake 
_a she-tiger cat out of his hand, my fat Ganesha/' 

“Your what?” 

“It’s my personal nickname for him, all rights reserved. It’s 
that Hindu elephant god. I found it in one of Larry’s learned 
books.” 

“Apropos . . said Joy. “Don’t forget the hit he made with 
Mother Dear. If we don’t watch out, she’ll plant her little fla^ 
on his shores amd declare him her own territory.” 

“Oh no, she won’t. Thai would be the point where 1 would- 
get Up on my hind legs and light.” Susan said with more heat 
than Was usual with her; Joy threw a co\ert and surprised 
at hej* sister-in-law. and somctliing in the back^of her 
mfp d stirred faintly, wondering if perhaps the suspicions md 
„4||»${rsions The Girls and Motiier were casting in that direc-r 
don; might not be entirely ridiculous, “Til be damned if I lef 
put her hands on him,” Susan said. “I was there 
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see. Mother faay be: possessiye all hell, but so api 1 when 
it com^- tp‘ Larrv. Or to Charievi^* she added as an after- 

never learned whether it came to a tiff betweeh Mottier 
ai^^^^san on account of Larry Grant. But one nice .i^y 
3^'tner declared ihai slic did not want to see that unappetiz: 

fat fellow whal was his name? — that repulsive mSiti 
Sus^n seemed lo he jusi a trille too fond of? — ah yes, that ftfc* 
•Grant — ever a;,’aiM in her apartment. 

Mollier, he\ si::!] a good friend of us all — and 
;stife yt)u liked hijn said Joy, ‘"Why don't you want td 

him any more?" 

f.'!“Why? Because!'’ Mollicr said, and was not a day Oldei; 
l|fen fifteen. 

'L'.**What did you do lo my mother, you (Objectionable scoii^ 
dr^l?’’ Charley asked I.arry, who was sketching something 
his riglh hand while feeding squash into baby Floriaii 
his left. ‘‘She halc^ you, hates yioii, hates you. And it’s all 
^ sudden, dear." 

“Docs she? Good. She was crying on my shoulder about 
f;hbw lonely she was and that no one really cared for her, and 
a^so indicated that f reminded her of a gentleman by the 
hafite oT Hoppk5r.'' 

“Who’s Hcopper?" Charley asked. 

■“Her first hus’oand. He died in Brazil. He was big— but hOt 
'as: fat as you, Larry," .loy coiUrihuted. 'i remember Uncle 
JHbppcr. 1 loved him.’' 

^^“Anyvvay I tried to explain a few^ simple facts of life^tp 
^^other Dear. ‘Mother Dear,’ 1 told her, ‘selfish people ar^ 
Mways lonely and dissatisfied, ft’s tlieir very selfishness thaj 
^ijeates a vacuum around them, and >ou, my adorable darling;* 
i|;^$aid, ‘arc in all innocence the most selfish little bitch J’yp 
across in my life.’ She look it very hard, I’d say. In fact 
say that she threw me out of her apartment.” 

glad she did,” Susan said spiritedly. “I don’t like 
■jneddling and I don’t wish to come into the ludicrous 
^bfxpompctir'ig with my motlier-in-law for the affection of Tfie 
S^n I Love.” 
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It was all farce and josh and exaggeration^ and yet not quite 
funny; J6y thought She doidd lftot even sinU^‘ aboht 
late: I have to go home/*^ sfe said. It was Thursday aftfemoon, 
when^The Girls at the Thursday Afternoon Society relieved, 
her'for a few hcArs from watching over Mother. Only sihee^ 
I:,arry had entered her life did she rerili/e how tightly her* 
schedule was tlesi:’iK‘d,*^o\v conlining her prison. That was 
jti^ she thou^^n of her life at Mother's side — sometimes as, a 
prison, sometimes as an endless, sliadeless road on which she, 
W^as dragged aloiig in bondage. She bad even tried to paint the! 
fortured monotony of that road, bui it liadn't come off. Th^ 
truth was that during die last years she Iiad given up painting’ 
ehJirely. But with Larry Grant's coming, ibis road, this barren 
landscape of her life, had changed. 

\/‘Tcll me, kid,” Larry suddcnlv .aid, out of a silence, as he 
\yas driving her lionic through the falling dusk. “You neve^r 
t^lk' about yoiii fad'.er. Neither does Charley. What sort o£ a 
man was he?'’ 

' *‘T don’t know. 1 guess I was too fond of him to iry:j% 
analyse him. He was — \ou know - he wais a stranger.” 

stranger? To you? No? Flow then? In his lime? In his 
place? In his marriage?” 

! “No — I mean : just a stranger. Hveryw'herc. at aiy time. 
Impractical, a dreamer, an idealist, romantic, out of place, in- 
capable of hurling anyone — 

“Weak maybe?” 

, “Maybe. At least th ifs wlial he said Cihouf riimself. T thinkc 
though, that Modier bn^ke his backbone, d herc was a strange 
sort of bondage bctw^cen them - -” 

a"" “Not so sirange, kid. Ibat even M( ih.ei kX\ir C'Uildn’t hav% 
broken him if he had been sliong. She didn't break Charley.** 
V' “That’s right. But look, F-:irry. there was l^cr first husbandi. 
tj[hcle Hopper. He w^as a strong man, he was practical, 

a man's man, he was die exact (’•pposilc of Fathe|| 
^d she bro*kc him loo. At least 1 believe she ilid. Wdh 
S^e^'arc — put me down at the corner, F don’t like Mother 
.at us from the kitchen window. Good night, Larryl 
TMnks for taking me home. And for even thing.” 
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“Listen, kid : I don’t quit^ think , that Mother pear is as 
funny, as we make her oht to be. Biit I tell you one, thing: the 
day she tries to break any bone of Charley’s or’Sjjusatfs or 
yours — tliat very day I will drop a pinch of cyanide iiito'h^ 
r Jtpght«cup and ^adly. Good night, kid, sleef> well, see you, on 
Wednesday.” 

At first she only looked forward to^seeivg him once or ty^lce 
h week or at least talking to him on the tekphone; later 'a 
trace of impatience got mixed into tliat easy well-being |sh6 
;fet in his company; she wanted more of him, she needed 
v^htni — which was a bad sign. And finally he became indispens- 
able to her. Any Larr\-lcss day was hard to bear, and it was 
.more by the tearing in her nerves when she did not see him 
than by the pleasure his presence gave her that she began tO 
realize how much lie had come to mean to her. “‘Sometimes 1 
miss you so much, Larry — sometimes I wonder if I am th^ 
call or tlic echo.” she told him. With Larry you could take 
short cuts; he understood. 

. “Both, we’re call and echo, kid, both us, it's interchantre- 
able. Last Wednesday for instance — ” 

“Yes? Last Wednesday ” Joy as(:cd luingrily. 

“When 1 couldn’t get away from that dwlul session with the 
Junior «Chambcr of Commerce boys. I certainly was calling 
for you then, as loud as a moose in springtime - and I seemed 
Ip hear an ever so faint echo. It’s give and take. 1 need you as 
much and maybe more than you might need me. Let’s stick 
together, kid. Ict’.s he gocnl to each other.” 

Let’s be good to each otlier. No fontlcr word could be 
$poken between lovers, between any two people. Let’s be gopc 

to each other. FhUher might have said it 

’ 'In the beginning Larry Grant had been undeniably ugly 
l^s large head, almost bald, the wide clown’s mouth, 
broken nose — (“That’s when I tried to t)reak into the wrestlifll 
-i’acket, Jamaica, Long Island”) — the inappropriately exprg^ 
>^,e e'yes bedded in fat — “Your friend might be a nice per^^ 
but he certainly is unattractive,” she had told CharleyTifft^; 
jtheir first introduction. 

“Never mind, you’ll get used to him,” was all Charleyc||id 

264 



I’he longer and better she knew Larry the better-looking he 
seemed to become. He had nice ears, hadn^t he, good teeth, 
and ri^their hma2:ihg hands. They were the^ hands of a great 
d^;^r, intelligent, lively, small' in proportion to hiS bulk, 
and^without a tnfce of fat. The ncr\^ous hands of a different, 
^^nsitive, lonely Larry Grant whom only she learned to know. 
Ste would catch hejsclf Staring at those hands and wishing — 
she did not ki«3w for what. Until one day she woke up and 
discovered that Larry Grant Iiad pushed the lean disembodied 
spectre of Fred Hollenbeck out of her dreams and put himself 
in his place. Great Lord, she thought. 1 didn't know it could 
still happen to me’ Suddenly everything seemed clear and 
simple and inevitable. Let's be good to cacli other. Just that. 

, Jt was Wednesday again, they were sitting in their cheaf 
little Italian restaurant, sawdust on the floor and paper gar- 
lands for a decoration, but the owner was Larry’s friend and 
the chianti was good. Tt was the evening when Joy at Iasi 
talked of herself, appn'aching with many detours the feai 
Mother had implanted in her. *’l don't kri<^w, Larry. I have 
been different from other idrls as far back as 1 can reinembci 
— and — you see ” 

Wednesday was her ev<'ning off. Mother's evening with the 
Charley’s, on which she relentlessly insisted, in spiM of hei 
dislike for Susan. Larry, used lo (n*gani/ing his working crewj 
and meeting delivery deadlines, had once and for all assignee 
Wednesdays as his evenings with Joy. 

. “What’s the matter with me, l.ariy’^ Can you tell me?” sh( 
asked abruptly, just as she had asked lier father long ago. 

“I think I c<in. 1 he trouble with yeva is that \ou have nc 
unicorn in your garden.” 

‘ ‘‘Should I have one?” 

“Indeed you should. In fact everyone ought to have i 
unicorn in his garden: it’s more important than a chicken il 
every pot or a car in every garage.” It was one of their shor 
/Cuts and neecled no explanation. 

‘^vf^'lliere was a time when 1 had a little herd of unicorns ii 
Ip^y.garden, not just one — but one by one they wer^ killed off, 
wistfully. 
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“f know. kid. I was brought up. by an omnivorous mother 
myself-’^ 

sometning mat otten makesf sicK^; w^ 
appirehension. Larry— do you think I am quitemorrnil?*' 

. ’^Well, I' hope not. Nobody is quite normal!. Normalityvisf^ 
arMlrary concept, and we know less about it than abdui^i'tbe 
^tance between planets or the dcvVatioig. ol* light rays.; Yoii 
can’t measure nornialily, because it's ^othin^^; absolute!,^;it’s 
billy a convention. Every American is automatically con- 
sidered a madman outside of the States, while a peasant from 
Czechoslovakia would be hvaied as a case of arrested devdpp- 
titlCnt among our own sccontl-graders. And in the Congo any 
r^n who can't be (om-lommcd into a frenzy and a trance 
would be a freak. Now let me ask yon soiuclhiug, kid: why 
did you give up painting? (’iiaiiey told me that you had heaps 
of talent, and he lisiailly knows what he's t:iiking about.” 

; ‘^That’s OTIC of my dead little iiniconis. Ma\ ’nc 1 had a bit 
of talent--l don’t know what happened lo it. riTc termites got 
into it or somclhing. At the time I studied J was afraid that 
^y paintings wcic l(>o crazy, and now Uuit the mexJems have 
gone way beyond me. I've become much too lame; timid. 
I-.—np, I can’t paint any more. You know, my father had a 
fJermajo book "m his library. Intapxrv oi the Dettiented'^ 
paintings and drawings coliected in v'arit)i<s in ane asylums— 
^11, there was everything in it, complete, with case liistories' 
bf the inmates, from a coinpieteiy withdrawn second-rate, 
Klee to a splashing inegaJoTnaniacai pseudo-Miro. I— well, 
not certain enough ol nivscif, sucIt things frighten me 
a Lit, I am not stable enough, I am trying hard to keep the 
l^icces of myself together; it wouldn’t do for me to let go and 

IbKOmit colours on canvas, it’s unhealthy, tiangcrous ” 

;;:‘‘You know, kid, the way vveVe looking at paintings and art 

S 'Y- general — that’s all ctTnditioiicd reflexes: we’re all Pavlov’s 
pgs, that’s what makes fashions of live years ago so iri^i$^; 
l^ly funny. But fashions liave notlung to do with the'^aji 
thing in art, and very little with you. I can guess whaf'^ljpS 
you, kid. We’ve all become a bit sick with too much MjtbV 
i^ction at present, it makes us so damned important tdiJoiu?? 
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selves; I, personally, have an idea that mental health begins, 
on the contrary^ with being aware how unbelievably uniin- 
ppttaht we ^re. how incredibly, infinitesimally small ahd.iin- 
ihteVe^iing.'^Such an awareness frees an amazing amount of 
which ma^^ be put to better use. There’s a border Ifiie^ 
self-expression and self-indulgence, which too many , 
people overstep just*riowf It makes the diflc/ence between good 
art and bad, er, to express myself a little less like Professor 
Wurtzelfinger, the diH'crcncc bciwccn a healthy digestion and 
aAdisgusting diarrhoea. You, my little problem child, seem, 
op the contrary, a hit constipated. Too much penlup unreleased 
stuff in you, that\s whv 1 believe painting wcnjld do you good.- 
I wish I could give you a little laxative in that direction;” 

“But, Larry, that's just what 1 can't do any more. I tried — 
but it’s all dried up a -id g me. h v»u kno>w: // jaut porter ufi 
sofeU dc niiUe ra\nn\ d:if:s L \'jpOre - and in my belly there 
isn’t enough lire left to ligiit a Idlcacn malcn -oh, what’s the, 
use, Larry, a gu\ like you can't possibly understand what a 
torture it is to be sicnlc. Nnihuie icii. Impotent." 

“Let’s go," Larry said alumpily. “Let’s walk a few steps, the 
air will do us good. And iorjd k’uasso's pronimciamentos and 
the suns in his belly, \Vc are talking about nou. You a.ie not 
dead yet, kid. you're onb buried." 

, It stirred somelhing vp ‘u her, it made iier smile, absent- 
mindedly, and forg^.t vvlialcver she vWi- dome, it made her 
listen to Mother vuliiour licaring her and it made her see 
shapes and co, lours slie liad not seen, not wanted lo see, for a 
long time. But lairry too seemed occupied with iier problem 
and not walling let go of it with some rather general remarks 
about the arts and motes of die present. “I have been thinlf- 
ing about you," he announced at their next Wednesday; 
“V^e’ll have to do sojnething ahoiil you, kid. Now tell me fitsL 
KqW old arc you- -and don't lot’s be coy about it " 

'.‘Practically ancient. Ciomg on ihu tv-si \. Why?" 

?lVs time you got mariied auvi !iad chikhen. Or dofi’t 

want to?” 

.^/T’want to, very much; hut 1 can’t leave Motlic!r and— and 
1 hhven’t been asked, Larry." 
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“Tliat’$ your owu fault, kid, you’re them out: 

yo^’re: aren't fbatiy:, pr are)^ou?” 

W'tet's worrying you, the answer ia ^rio^'^.She 
blushed and there was a little silence. “For tfiaf matter you 
aren’t married either, and you’re in your forties. You ihusi 
have reasons too.” 

“That's a long story. Maybe sornedaj I’ll tell it to ypO-. 
Maybe.” 

Why not now? thought Joy, and suddenly she knew the 
answer: Susan. Larry was Susan’s properly, she saw it clearly 
jhow — and why had she not seen it before? Ti explained 
everything, arul Mother and I'hc Girls were right, the com* 
tnonplace was always right in the end. I^'or the first time in her 
life Joy chewed on the acrid, burning taste of jealousy in her 
mouth. 

“You aren't trying to be mysterious, Larry? I-ct me make 
a guess,” she said, hoping that she smiled. “You are tied up 
with a girl you can’t jnarry. A gni who is married? And for 
some reason doesn't want to leave her husband?” 

He reached f<"r her hand across the table and laughed. “I 
never thouglit you'd be uS transnarctU as that, kid.” he said, 
quite* amused. “No, I’m not ticil up with a nurried woman 
and hei name Isn’t Susan and quit bitiag vour finger or you’ll 
get a hang-nail. ! adore Susan and 1 tliink she is the loveliest 
thing on earth and I love her dearly. But I’lii not ‘in love’ 
with her.” He let go of her hand and searched in her face for 
the answer to an iinaskvxl question, 

“Go on, Larry,” she said, “you wanted to tell me some- 
thing?” 

“Look here, kid, I am a \cry rare specimen: a completely 
unattached man. 1 am not ‘in love’ with anybody and, as far 
as I can remember, I have never been ‘in love’ — and what’s- 
more, I don i think I’ve missed much. I can hardly think df 
anything less important in today’s world than, Love with.a 
L. Except that it has a considerable commercial Valti^ 
it’s the cloth from which people cut their movies 
songs and Jhc stuff crooners croon and writers write about. 
Lots of people make their livings by it, not to mention Love’s 
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importance for the liquor, car, cosmetics, and garment in- 
dustries/^ 

‘"Well — I guess that’s telling me ” Joj^ said, stiffemng. 

the street he linked his arm in hers; they were so used 
tOi Cacli other Ihey automatically fitte^l together like tw<^ 
pie^S of a puzzle. “Look here,” he said after some contetn- 
pjatipn, “why don’t yoff go abroad for a while as long as the 
going is goodt^ In a year or two we might have another war 
and then it’s good night to a great variety of nice and us^^'*^ 
things in the world.” 

“I was abroad during the depression. Two years — France, 
Italy — it was clicapcr over there than here — ” 

,“Welb-and?” 

""And nothing. Mother came along. With disastrous results. 
Or what would you tliink?” 

Larry pulled liis thin hair in exasperation. “You are by no 
means the only daughter who let herself be sucked dry by a 
doting mother, and Fvo never understood what sort of 
masochistic ITxulion gets yon grrls that way. Forget Mother 
Dear, I beg you. Pull up your socks and go away. Mother 
Dear will survive it, I assure you. in fact it might be exactly 
the medicine she needs. Jesus, kid, I wish 1 could drag to 
Paris with my own hands and gci you out of the njt.” 

“Why don’t you?” she slid softly: perhaps it is still possible, 
she thought and there was the faint slirring of an old for- 
saken want, \'ery hidden, miillied, embryonic — in her woitib 
more than in her brains: Fll liave a child ol my own and ITl 
take it to the Fnchanlcd Forest and fill its hand with the blue 
light, like Fathej^ lilled mine 

'“When you arrive in Paris, Lariy- what’s the first place 
you visit?” 

""Oh, that depends. The bathroom, I siuiposc, if such be 
available. Lcs Deux Magols, Madame Charpentier, who 
.cooked for me when T was at the Sorbonne ” 

""No. I rrican seriously.” 

""Seriously? Seriously and if you promise not to tell anyone. 
rU'go first and lake a bath and scrub off whatever sins of bad 
taste Tve committed in the meantime, plus all the artificial 
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(ashioiis and fads that have barnacled on tQ me, and when 1 
conic out Qf . the Sajnte Chapelle FU know again the difference 
between ^ad and bad. Which is a thing God has actually 
forbidden — ‘But of the tree' of knowledge of good and evil 
rtlxote shalt not eat’— if you remember . . 
knew it. The blue light - . 

*^You scoop it up in your hands, Vou #wash your eyes' m 

^%^rry, il we wcie in Pans togclhci we would have so mtich; 

Funny fun and serious fun and -well, just fun, don’t* 
y&ii think?'' 

'^‘Maybc yes and liiaybe no. Hut one thing I know: if wC' 
^Cre in Paris togedicr. I'd make a painter of you if I hadTp 
beat you up three times a day and rub your nose in Picasso’s' 
p^elte morning and niglit. Hut that's neither liere nor there#?' 
b^use I ha\e to stick around J rcasure Island until we’ve 
dp'ne our job, Charley and m:, and that’s still a long way off* 
you’re not a prisemer, actually, kid, and it doesn't have to 
Paris, just as long as you get yourself away and feed your. 

Somclinics they look so liungr) - as il they luidn't had 
knyllung to cat in ages.” 

^hQV had w'ali;cd up ti> ilic Coit I'c^wer in a little silence and 
^^re looking down at city and ba>. It v as one of San Fran- 
cisco’s rare clear nights and there were young people sitting 
^11 the parapet, parked cars with crooning radios, chains of 
tights laid over the hills and across the Bay Bridge, and the 
Prison on Alcatraz, lifted out by indirect liehts, looked like a 
bi^ly picturesque and expensive night club. Joy, arriving at 
tf^iend of the silence, shook her head with some agitation, 
she said, "T can't go away from here. And what’s more, 
l^don’t want to.” 

'." ‘‘iiVnd why not ? Any really valid reason -aside from. your 
bfeing a slave to Moilicr?” 

'';i'She held her breath and looked into his eyes. “Would it; 
Ifrigjiteil you very much if 1 told you, Larry, that'yoti are the 
fejison?” she said. 

^g^Sjie felt his arm liinch in an involuntary movemenj^^as 
though he wanted to withdraw it, but then he pulled "her 
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quickly a little closer yet into the waimtli of his bulk. ‘'Yes, ’ 
he said. “It would frighten me-” 

He let go of her 'and took out Ms pipe, and tobacco pouch 
amid ililled it and tamped the feobacco dbwn and stqick a 
matefi'T^ut forgo^ji to light the pipe. He only clamped his teetl^ 
oyfer it as he took Joy’s arm in a taut grip and began to walk 
again. “It always a grotesque notion to me that anyone 

could be attrii^cted by an elephant like me except, perhaps, 
another elephant. Ihit once ilicrc was a girl who fell in love 
ivith me — that's quite a number t)t' years ago. She was the 
sister of my best friend— just as you are Charley’s sister. But 
there the resemblance ends. She was hardly out of school, 
yeiy young, very slicJteied, fragile. Very line thin porcelain. 
That girl committed suicide. I'm sorry if that senmds like 
."something out of a dime novel but that’s vvhat happened: she 
was in love with me and when slie lound (Hit what was the 
matter with me. she did av\ay willi herself. .loy — do you 
understand what I am trying lo tell \v>u or lIo I ha\'e to spell 
it out for you?” 

Joy drew in her breath shat ply. "1 didn’t know there 
was something tlie matter with sou, Larry,” she said at 
last. 

“That’s good. I hoped yv>ii didn’t, nor Charley cjr "Susan, 
nor anybody else. On the oilwr liand, maybe a guy of my 
.sort ought to go around with a sign around his neck : Ladifes 
beware — so sorry! If I had given Gloria fair warning when 
it was still time to stop her from pinning lier emotions on an 
ansuitabic subject of my kind, site would be alive today and 
some man’s happy wife and some children’s loving mother. 
She was a lovely girl and 1 was infinitely fond of her. As fo^d 
is I am of you, kid. But not 'in love ’ Now go and tell me 
about not knowing the hell of being sterile.” 

Joy braced herself; it w^as like being in the dentist’s chair — 
fWiss Ambros, this might hurt a bit”- but slic swallowed it 
bmvely and^nianagcd a stiff smile. Larry Grant, of all people! 

strong, so big, so kind-- what a waste! she thought with a 
iotich of grim mockery. Did it hurl. Miss Ambros? No, no, 
.P^or. Not much. 
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“You mean you Simply don’t care for .wpmen?” she mut- 
tered out of thejdepth of h0r confusion. If I ^ad painty him I 
would have found out. His hands would have givfeh his seCfet 
aviray^^ 

^*YpuYe awfully hard of hearing tonight, kid. I do care*fo| 
WOpteh, but not in the accepted way. I like some of them 
very much — up to a point, and then it’is a^if a guillotine had 
fallen and cut me olf. If I ever tried to go beyond that point, 
it would be (lislioncst and an unspeakable mess and swindle. 
Not to live against my nature and to try not to hurt anyone,., 
that’s the only decent way Fve found for myself.” 

- He let go of her arm at last and slopped at the foot of the 
mi “I don't want to moss around, and I have come to prefer 
the life of the hermit crab; or the monk, if you choose to call 
it^that. Sex is as important or imimpoitant as you make it.*’ 
He sounded agiiaied and resigned, like a man who had re- 
peated the same arguments in the same dispute again and 
'again without quite cmwincing his opponent : himself. 

‘'Docs it make you very loncsi>me‘^" Joy asked, tiptoeing 
into closed terrain. 

“Docs it? 1 don’t think I’m more lonescmic than human 
beings^re in general. Loncsornencss is our natural habitat and 
we do better to accept the fact, which wc learn anyway by ex- 
perience from the time weVe two years old. Lonesomeness is 
at the core <>t cvciythmg, kid, aiu! doi^i tell me that you don’t 
know it. Of course, there is a good amount of free-floating 
libido in a fellow my size and 1 have to do a mighty power- 
ful lot of sublimating' but 1 like people and I’m having fun, 
and designing a good chair or a tool handle or a water tap 
is VI full-time job and higlily satisfying as substitutes go. Do 
you want to walk home or shall w^e take a taxi? My car broke 
down again.” 

vJIc gave her arm a last squeeze and took her face between 
liis bands and scarch.cd for some answer in her eyes; Joy made< 
an .^thleflc effort to hold up her bland and friendly smbCv 
a^hist the hundred-pound weights pulling at the corners of bier 
tUQUth. That’s how 1 grow those sharp lines like brackets, istife 
thought to herself. 
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“You aren’t disgusted, kid, you won’t like me less because I 
am what I. can’t help being?” he ask^d searchingly. 

“Don’t be silly, Larry. We’ve an old contract : Let’s be good 
to ^h other” 

. Ife:oeht down wd kissed her mouth. It felt weightless and , 
like a wet leaf dropping frojn an enormous tree. 

Some people have.all ^he tough luck, she thought. Was I in 
love with Larry Grant? she asked herself. No, but I could 
have been, she answered herself. She crept hack into Green- 
wich Street and built another little vault in which to bury 
another abortive little secret. 

Back to Dr. Behnnan- . Ihn a bit shaken up. Doctor, 
my nerves are out of sons . . — and he was poking about in 

her with scant results. “At present I really don’t sec any cause 
for Worry, Miss Ainbros . . 

And where are we now? Tokema, long past midnight, and I 
have killed, or tried to kill. Mother. No cause for worry, in- 
deed. That’s me, Joy Ainbros, who is waiting lor the ambu- 
lance, trying to brace hcrscll for the nightmarish things that 
are ahead of her: interrogation, investigation, identification of a 
mangled b(xly, aiUOj)sy, and wcx.se thr.n all this: leaving to face 
her brother, to play lier part to the end. d his was she, heaself, 
this she, hciself, had rhnic, all this she, hciself, would liave to 
go through. And all ih.e tune she Iclt removed, as if her real 
self were far away, somewhere else, somebody else. The tliin 
ice had cracked, she was sinking, the pieces of her had finally 
come apart and she was split in two, one Joy Ambros who 
had killed Mother and was glad of it; and another Joy who 
couldn’t understand how it had happened and who would have 
given her life to undo it. And this, ladies and gentlemen, said 
Professor Wurtzcllinger, is what modern psychiatry calls 
schizophrenic. 

She began to laugh quietly, irresistibly, and the yellow dog at 
her feet promptly waggled his tail. He stood up, stretched and 
yawned, showing his thin, curling, pink longue; Joy held on 
hiih as to a saving bit of reality in the floating vagueness that 
threatened to engulf her. 

“hfiss Ambros?” somebody said and an elongated shadojv 
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was thrown across the. benph. She looked up; there stood a 

she didn’t; remember* His hair 
was almost/ white and his face was lined but^ndi old^ J^S skin 
apd.lji^ eyeballs had a yellow tinge, she noticeddt even in die 
pale 'light of the lonesome bulb overhead. It fvas funny th&t her 
i^yi^^functioned with such quick perception of colour and form 
jCVen though her mind did not. Theft; aU at once, like a fltst 
c^brd at a condue tor's downbeat, her scattered sensc^^ ^nd 
bi^ns and reilcxcs reassembled and came together, and with 
;^Cat lucidity she thought : Atabrin. 

t'v'Did you have a little bouc with malaria, Major Ryerspp?” 
she said politely. 

“Off and on. Miss Ambros. But only a mild one, hardly 
>Vorse than a cold.” 

George Wads had sent liim aiiead to the stalion. “You go 
:^Bd look after Joy, the poor girl must be in an awful state. Just 
“don’t leave her alone, talk to her, keep her mind occupied 
.while I get that vslowpoke of a doctor going. Tt\s a cinch for a 
?hrs,t-cjass public relali<His man like you." Well, it wasn’t a 
l^nch, thought Ryersoir, if slie had cried, it she liad been small 
^dhd helpless, it would have been easiei: he could liave put his 
amy around her and cuddled her a bit but then he remem- 
bered small, helpless, ci \ing girls who liked to be cuddled 
had a way of going lo bed with a couple of other guys while 
you were on a not loo comb^rtaMc mission in the Pacific or 
in a lousy hospital on a lousy speck of an island with a 
lousy combination of luakirki and dysentery: soft cuddly 
girls like k^iriiine could gel as hard as Hint when it came to 
^arranging the terms of a divorce, the bitches. “Is there any- 
jthing I could do ft)r you. Miss Ambros?" he asked, properly 
/Solicitous. 

^Tf you could gix'c me a cigarette -thanks, I seem to have 
sihoked all of mine plus those of the stalionmaster.” In tile 
brief flare of the matcli he watched her face; the stone' of 
it was sculptured seemed to have softened somewhat. 
^ ‘T brought you some coffee; there is a truck drivers* joint 
dpwn the road, you can’t get better coffee anywhere,” he .said, 
uitscrewing the top from the flask he had previously taken 
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along; a friendly, fragrant curl of steam rose from it. “Walch 
out, it’s hot, don’t burn your tongue,” said Ryersoh. ' 

When she was half-way through she stopi>^ and caught her 
breathy ‘"Thanks,” she said again, “that was very thoughitf^ of 
ypUi'M^Jor Ryers^n.” She was searching his face with a queers 
inquisitiveness, a concentrated attention that made him feel 
unootufortable. “Ycii aii^ Major Ryerson, aren't you? What 
are you doing ir, 1 okenia ? ” 

, It was a question liard to answer, even for a public relations 
man who, in his civilian life, handled some really important 
accounts. You couldn't very well say : Who, me? 1 stayed 
on put of sheer vulgar curiosity. I'm a hard-boded newspaper 
hound and I got a scent that tickled my nose. “Oh, just so — 
he said vaguely. “Didn’t want to desert good old George; I 
thought maybe I could make myself useful To him. Or to you,'* 
he added lamely. 

“Who is George?" 

Ryerson had seen many men go batty after a severe shock; 
he was not banicU. “Old (icoige Watts, the lawyer; 1 believe, 
he’s an old friend ol youis?" lie said compliantly. 

“Oh yes, of course. George Watts! hie helped me bake mud 
pies when 1 was three. In Lkdvcdere 1 Lis<'tl to call him Gogol. 

Ryerson fished for u conversational topic. Keep hef mind 
occupied, go on, you mug, do your public relations stuff. 
“George tells me vou’rc :i paiiuci. Miss Ambros? Fd like to 
see some of yoiu W(^rk." She kept staring al Jiirn in that 
queer, penetrating way. 

“1 believe the ClilT House sold tlie last Sunset over thd 
Golden Gate during the wai-. Those poor G.l.s are such^ 
suckers for trash," she said, and Ryerson thought that she was 
going to smile; but it was only a twitch, the rcllex of a pain, 
like those of very little babies with a bellyache. 

“But from now on I think I’ll pamr again," she said, and she 
jiad.a very clear conception of what she would [)aint next. She 
had fixed the major’s face in her mind, the drabness of tke 
station, the rails coming out of nowhere and goiiu^ into np- 
where as a background, the uniform, shrill colour accent of 
the red and white badge on his sleeve, the rainbow of ribbojis 
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on his chest, white hair that had been dark when the war began, 
yelloviriii^^ sk^hnesof disillusiein andla^ein ^e good, 
stra^j's^nare American face Born to gody*^tdt^ f««ighter 
^d an aggressive idealism,' but weary now and spent jStiip it, 
jEMt if 'down to the essential, make it impersonal, not a pcntiait 
,|>ht'a state of mind shaped into a pattern, call it Return. Call 
it nothing at all but paint it. Paint it.t 

Ryerson chafed uneasily under her concentrated glanc^. 
i'^Ves, I think I’m a painter after all. I bottled it up much too 
Ring. Maybe if I hadn’t - but now I’ll paint again,” she Said. 
“If they let me.” The last sounded enigmatic and Ryerson let 
it go at that. 

‘‘There they arc now,” he said with some relief as the.sound 
of a car stopping behind the station was heard. The station- 
master bustled out of his cubicle and Joy got up and faced the 
men whom Walts was ushering in. 

“Sorry it took so long, Joy. This is vSherilf Lambson. And 
Deputy Sheriff Mel*'arland. I took the liberty of handling the 
formalities so far, and now the sherilf wants to ask you a few 
routine questions. Perhaps it’s best you drive with the sheriff, 
while Ryerson and I go ahead with the ambulance. You’re 
sure, Joy, you want lo come along?" 

“Ok yes, absolutely. I- Tin responsible for the — ^acci- 
dent ” 

The sheriff didn’t look at all as sheritfs look in the movies 
and, consequently, in the imagination of llie people. He was a 
rather young man in a datk blue hll^i^ess suit; he wore his 
badge though, and he had high Indian cheekbones and calm 
eyes. McFarland was middle-aged, stiffly buttoned into a dark 
Sunday church suit; he had the solicitously assuring airs of the 
undertaker he was. Both men held their hats in their hands, 
probably to show their respect for the bereaved daughter. 

“Well, if you’re ready. Miss Ambros, let's go. We can talk 
in the car.” 

eJoV braced herself. “Okay. Let’s,” she said. I’he yelloW-dog 
yawned, stretched, and decided to come along. 



g PART tOUR g 


A ngelina did not know how long she had been 
going, but it was a lonti, a.n immeasurably long trek 
L towards an unknown goal, l ime had lost all validity, 
it had become a void in which she was wandering without des- 
tination; past, present, and future were one and the same, a 
round, compact dark sphere in whose centre she was sus- 
pended, trying to keep her balance. There w^ere long stretches 
in which she got lost, and small clearings of rest, and a dim 
circling around haunted places, and stops and detours, and 
much bewildered confusion, broken by flashes of an amazing 
lucidity. It was a long night of many stations which Angelina 
passed, without knowing - nor wisliing to know-- at what ter- 
minal she was going to arrive in the end. 

Somewhere high up, inaccessible on die crest of the steep 
embankment, her train was steamifig awav, with her luggage 
on it, her handbag, her good sicamc! rug. Her daughter was 
on the train, but you couldnT count on her, nor on George 
Watts, who had always been beastly, i^ut what about that nice 
Major Ryerson who’d given up his compartment? He, at least, 
was a gentleman; why hadn’t he stopped the train? Were there 
no. laws, no rules for ihc rescue of passengers who went over^ 
board? Where were tlie police? Wluit do we all pay taxes for? 
What’s this country coming to altogether? ‘"Listen, you: I 
must catch my train, it is imperative. Absolutely necessary and 
imperative,” she informed the deaf night. During the la^^t tivo 
years she had taken to talking aloud whenever she was left 
alone; It was a good way of letting oR* steam and* also it ,^as 
reassuring to hear your own voice. Moreover, there was ^is 
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little. trouble with her ears; . head noises, quite irritating, she 
liked to drown IheoS out by her little inonblbgq^^s. 

Jtik now they jvefe expeedihgly loud.!in^fe liea4 be- 
cause those noises grew much stronger when she . was tired. 
Angielina, the frail, fragile one, the delica^fe one, had/, com- 
plained about many iielics and troubles all her life. But sp 
^he had never mentioned to cither her 'family or her friends 
annoying head noises which Dr. Bryantrchose to (ferig- 
impolitely as a very ccmimon symptom of old age. 
f ^.She shook her head to clear it of tlie fuzzy spiderwebs, she 
^tppped for a minuie tv) brealii deeply .inci s> stematically even 
though it hurt, and sue did not permit herself to sit down and 
^ke a rest, much as she was yearning for it. K I let myself!sSit 
down, 1 won’t ever he able lo get up again, she told herself, 
^hd the dependable, driving httie motor in her still functioned 
and kept her in motion. Alter a while she was rewarded with 
a small revelation: let’s see: Bostoii? Of course — I’m going 
to^mcet Chark\^. Well, why do 1 have to tramp after him? Why 
can’t he come to me? We'd sit in front o{ the fire and haye a 
nice chat and I’d bake^l the cake he alwavs liked, Grandmere’s 
oltl Viennese recipe. Now that the war is over we don’t have 
to bt so careful willi the sugar and die Hour 1 stored away. 
Bless Jou, Son/ you’ll never know how miie!i I love you in 
Spite of everything you’ve done to me. \ ou almost broke my 
heart with your sciiishness, (durley, but a mother’s love for- 
gives everything aiivi nc^er ends . . , 

g She stopped, fighting foi breatii, and after she had deeply 
inhaled across the hurdle pain in her t:hest, she smiled, be- 
cause just a moment ago C’liarley had bee‘ii three years old. 
kicking his sturdy legs as she was holding him on her lap. She 
unbuttoned her mangled mink coat and slipped her fingers 
inside of her blouse. Yes, the medallion v/as still there,., un- 
damaged. You wtnildn’t have thought that T always carry a 
curl of your baby hair in my iocket, would you? I knqvvjt’s 
^astimcntal and old-fas!iioned, but tluit’s the way I'am.’Not 
like that brash little slut you married. You behaved like a real 
little man when you had your first haircut, you pushed, out 
yqpr lower lip, square like a box, but you didn’t cry, !^ever 
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saw a little boy with nicer curls/’ Mr. Lampcrt said. “Why, 
you could send theni to the mint and have shiny hew silver 
dollars made ifbm them/’ he said, - ‘But I’m not surprised, see- 
ing what a 'pretty mother he has, the lucky Wttle lellow; that’s 
therthird generatiejn of your family I have the honour of serv- 
ing, Mrs. Ambros.” Dear me, how well I remember Lampeirt’s 
shopwindow from tijc tiine I was a little girl. The two heads, 
bneVgolden bloijd with absolutely devastating moustaches, the 

othdr; with black wliiskers 

' She stopped to catch lict breath mice more. “ Fliis is simply 
too silly/’ she reprimanded herself siiictl v. To remember those 
forsaken wax heads in the barbershop, yet not to remember 
why she had to keep on genng to Bexston. “Partial amnesia. A 
very common symptom ot senility," Dr. Bcbrman had called 
similar embarrassing kM)scs and taux pas <.)f the Gencralin, Oh 
heck, stop being silly. I he tJeneralin vwis ra\iiig mad to begin 
with and piist eighly. Tin n-’l senile. I reincmbcr everything, 
every little bit of my life do I icmcmhcr in fact I wish I could 
forget a few tiling';: lliev're unpleasant. Pm not feeling well/ 
leave me m peace, listen, Idorian, don\ lei's quarrel about it, 
not now, not umiglu, ca.n't you sec I’m weak and very tired 
and my head is buz/ing and e\ery slngk' bimc in my J^ody 
hurts; please, 1 !on, piea.e, believe me, I mcanl well, / did it 
because T loved you, 1 loved vou moie lha.n an> thing in the 
world, that’s why 1 

Mile after niile, utui ai every sicp of it slie was involved in a 
heated dispute with, lier dead hu.sbimd: it was a dispute that 
had begun in I'clvial ae \hc morning after the l ire, and had 
continued through the ncrv'ou> years of thicir secret, dangerous, 
and stormy^ love alfair, through the almost twenty years of 
their erratic marriage, and siil! havl remained unsolved and un- 
finished when Florian died 

The embankment had llaUened out somewhat, its slope had 
become less high, less sleep. Angelina took a deep breath, col- 
lected all her 'strength, and bracing herself, she attempted ^le 
a-sCeht. Her raw palms gripped tough, cutting grass bladfes, 
thistles, gravel, cinder, her knees burned, the abras*lons on, her 
legs Ttiegaa to bleed again. Her heart gave out when she was 
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halfway, up, her fingers lost their hold, and she slid down once 
more. 

Title earth was tremblihg, i^hakihg, and het hean ppund^ in 
panic: Ptoting, stolnping uproar, rush of great nbiseV and Sash 
,of ligjit. What is this? Judgment Day? Butfjt happened td be 
only a train, coming and passing and gone, on the, crest of the 
embankment where the rails" reeled tast.^.Angelina came out 
of her hazy torment, she waved and called. ^Never had her 
Imnd been smaller or lonelier than now, trying to stop that huff- 
ing monster of a train. The night had grown darker in. tlie 
meantime, no moon, no stars, not even that wickedly blinking 
beacon of liglit on some distant hill. The clouds hung low and 
thick around her like a happing tent, the air had grown moist, 
and while Angelina drew herself up with very great pain aud 
effort and began to walk once more, the moisture became a 
fog of a million wet needle pricks, a drizzle, rain. Angelina 
dragged herself on and on, left all alone in a world that 
made itself invisible. 

Tm used to it, she thought sadly. I\e always been left alone, 
that’s just the trouble. In Leihana, the birth of the child, the 
death of the child. In the great Fire. Tn the War. When Florian 
yvas jU, when lie died. Always alone. Ifs easy for those selfish 
yoxmg ^olks to Jaugh about an old w oman who is afraid of 
being alone, they don’t know what they’re laughing about. You 
'do everything for them, you try to hold them, but they don’t 
care, they leave you and do what tiicy please. If Charles had 
listened to me, where would he be today? He would have mm*- 
ried that lovely Blunt girl and inherited half of the Blunt estate 
and when the War started they would have -given him a com- 
mission and he could have sat out the whole trouble as an 
important man in Washington. But no, he had to let himself 
caught by that little nobody. Instead of cultivating Johnny 
jb’Shaughnessy and gelling some of the fat contracts he can 
dole out, Charley has his head filled with newfangled nonuse 
aqjl foolish unprofitable projects. But 1 know who put it into 
hi$ mind; no one but that scheming Susan and that obnoxious 
boy friend of hers. That Larry Grant, acting as if butter 
It^buldn’t melt in his moutli. But 1 was the first one see 
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through him and his shabby IrickvS! From the first moment I 
suspected that those two were carrying-on together, and God 
knows, if I haSn^t warned Joy that Mr. Grant courted her only 
to fodlpharics, we might have had a seconof affair Hollenbeck 
on our hands. Whjp would believe that a few times even Joy 
was bn the verge of leaving me alone — as if she didn’t need me 
more than I need her,! A^d after everything I’ve lived through, 
what with my s^n in the War, while his witc is having herself 
a fine time with her lover, and Joy getting funnier every day 
— after all this they wonder why T’rn afraid of being left alone. 

“It’s just a little nervous quirk,” Susan had said, erroneously 
assuming that Angelina, playing with the children in the nur- 
sery, was out of earshot. But Angelina’s cars were sharp, thank 
you, and her attention was not completely with her grand- 
children and she heard every mean remark. “The Greeks must 
have a word for it, but unfortunately Tm strictly a product erf 
Madison High and never got beyond the proverbial two^ 
syllable words of the native moron. Why don’t you take Maw 
to'Dr. Belirman, Joy? He’ll comb the knots out of her hair 
and we’U all live happily ever after.” 

“It’s no good, Susie. Maw is too old f('r the confessional 
couch. Never turn an old stone, and never stir up the subcon- 
scious in a person past sixty. Too many nasty things»under- 
neath,” Charles had ehiincil in, in the comi'^rchensiblc and in- 
furiating jargon of his generation. Calling licr Maw as if she 
were a character from a comic strip and discussing her like an 
old pieec of furniture up for auctiem. 

“Mother Dear simply worships the gnmnd on which she 
treads.” This was* Susan again, and Angelina put down little 
Florian’s picture book and entered the living-room, enraged 
but smiling. “Now don’t you, darling?” Susan continued, 
friendly and smiling back at her. “Our Maw is a Machiavelli 
in reverse. Machiavelli believed in getting the best results by 
appealing to the worst in people. Mother, on tlic contrary, is 
using our besf instincts for leverage; I think !ier trust in huqjan 
goodness is admirable.” 

**l|ut you are so right,” that double-faced Larry Grant would 
put in his bit “There is no end to the mischief you can do by 
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appealing to all that’s noble in people. Patriotism, nationalism, 
wars— rj^ligiou^ ones;, iipd otherwise— crusades and fights for 
all spits of "thds^'and tsmsr~att^ motion % an appeal to 

our, most sabred Heelings. Save Home and Cohdtry!^ Preserve 
Our Way of Life! Protect Your Mothers, ^ives; Sisters, and 
jQlSMfenJ In the name of all that’s good, go out and lynch, 
hahg, sfioot, burn down, kill and git kijled, drop bombs on 
Q^rs and get bombs dropped on you ! No, we wouldn’t do it, 
for all the gold in Fort Knox; \vc wouldn’t do it if we were 
told that wc are beasts of prey by nature who have "to see 
blood every so often on account ot the vile residue of canni- 
balism in us. Hut tell us that we are knights in shining armour, 
^unfurl a Hag and pul a cross on it, or a swastik a, a crown of a 
sidcle, give us some sort of an elating symbol and we’ll puff Up 
bur chests and inilate tuir selves witli high ideals until we soar 
like a bloody blimp and go olf lil.c liic noble idiots we are and 
wreak havoc.” 

“Apropos -1 came by a junkyard down near Mission Street 
today, where ycui can buy yoursell’ secondhand an only 
slightly used soapbox: very clicap, Granly,” Charles would say 
with a fatherly pal on Ciranfs not quite bald head, and Angel- 
ina once more left funilding for smart repartee. 

, if it’s , wrong to believe in the goodness of people; I 

can’t help it. I was brought up that way, it’s probably very old- 
fashioned or how do you call it nowadays? Obsolete? All 1 
Icnow is that 1 always did what I considered my duty and, 

naturally, I expect that all people act like that it’s probably 

very foolish of me — 

.She w^asn't as foolish as they thought, tfiaugli. She had kept 
^ sharp eye on Susan and Mr. Grant, especially after Cliarles 
had gone overseas and this hie fat Grant had stayed home. 
:^‘What ropes did Mr. Grant pull that the Army didn’t get 
she asked angrily. 

“Why, darling, don’t you know that the Army doesn’t, take 
aqvoite whose first name is Lawrence?” Susin saidf Once 
inore Angelina felt lost among a wild tribe whose jabbering 
she didn’t' comprehend, and Joy seemed to blush for ^spine 
feiison as she quickly said: “Susan is joking, Molber* Larry 
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has some honest- to-gcodness heart trouble and he’s over ago 
anyway,’’ 

‘^Besides, hb claims that the Army couldn’t dig up a uniform 
big enough, for him. In any case/ Charley /is very glad that 
Larty ^^otildi stay jpchind and take care of the office in the 
meautiihe. Ai^d of me — and the kids also.” 

Tfliat he certainly Jias Jilone, Angelina thought grimiy. me 
world had gone topsy-turvy and morals had become un- 
believably lax, but even so, dicrc was much gossip and eye- 
btOw raising, especially among The Girls. “If those two would 
at least use some discretion, if they wcmldn’t make a public 
spectacle of themselves,” slie complained to Joy. 

‘*Did it ever occur to you that they might have nothing to^ 
be discreet about?” Joy answered; she had clasped her hands 
behind her back, a gesture which always gave Angelina a little 
pang because Joy reminded her then of i'hnaan at his nastier 
moments. “Leave ihcm alone, don’t rned<lle. Do you hear me. 
Mother?” Joy had said ifi a constricted voice and without 
looking at her. “I or once, don’t meddle or you’ll come to 
grief.” 

Angelina had not meddled. She had only bustled over to the 
little house on Russian Hill, brigiu and early in the morying, 
to read to Susan a newly arrived letter from Charles.*, Never 
had there been a visit made with bcilor intent. A mother, get- 
ting up at dawn, wailing for die bus on a cold morning, hang- 
ing to the straps alnu^st all the way- l)ccaiisc nothing short 
other fainting \vould have made those coarse young defence 
workers in their blue uvcialls relinquish their seats to an old 
lady — a mother generously willing to share her son’s letter 
with that loathsome girl he liad married. 

And there they were, seated at the kitchen counter designed 
by Grant and built in by Charles: Susan in her flannel robe 
under; which the nightgown showed: both children ready for 
kindergarten; and Mr. L.ariy Grant, in shirt sleeves, without a' 
necktie* and smelling of shaving lotion like a husband. tSe eyid 
Susan. exchanged u quick embarrassed glance and Susan was 
fidgety* 

“Why, Mother — you shouldn’t be up and around so eatly: 
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Js there — I hope you had no bad news? Everything okay in 
the Old Man?e?.l3id the plumber come and fix the toilet? 
Larry |^oned last night for you ” 

**May I make a batch of my flapjacks* sweet Atj^geline? 

I won a blue ribbon at the Watsonville County fair with tfiem, 
you know,^’ Grant offered vvith strained eagerness* 

, ‘Tm terribly sorry to break in on'vhisridyll,” Angelina said 
Stiffly, while the egg-beater began purring li^ke a cat iri Mr. 
Grant’s dexterous hands. “If 1 had known you had a guest for 
breakfast, Susan, I certainly wouldn’t have come at this 
hour ” 

“Now, Maw, don’t you go Emily Post on us. You aren’t dis- 
turbing anybody; come, have a cup of coffee. Larry wangled it 
for us from a friend at the P.X.” 

“Larry says the next time he sleeps here he’ll bring me a 
candy bar,” Maxine piped up. 

“Me too,” echoed little Florian, hopping from his chair and 
throwing his arms round one of Grant’s legs to get Iiis atten- 
tion. “When will you sleep here again. Larry? Soon, Larry?” 

Angelina was aghast and even Susan’s brazen front seemed 
shaken. “We were working late, straightening out the pay roll, 
so \ made Larry stay overniglit. There's a lot of overhang 
when *Larry sleeps on the couch, but that’s his fault, he de- 
signed it for people under three hundred pounds. I make him 
stay here quite often. It’s so cosy to have a man around ” 

Grant was muttering to the skillet: “/Vo/z/ soit qui mal y 
pense'^ and Susan threw a quick glance at Angelina’s white, 
frozen face; there was impertinent persillagc again as she 
added: “Must be my shady upbringing. Mf^thcr had a board- 
ing-house; without a boarder 1 feel h)ncsome, 1 guess/’ . 

The nerve of it, the affrontcry, the shameless exhibition of 
immorality. Like a tougli piece of leather, Angelina had 
chewed on it until it became soft and pliable and assumed the 
desired and useful sliapc. Lariy^ slept here. He stays overnight 
h^tpe 'Quite often. It’s more cosy to have a man in the house. 
It Was a confession, wasn’t it? . . . 

But waslt the trutli? Was it? Something tore apart, blih^ngly, 
and for a moment she stared at herself as if thrbugh a slit, a 
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gash cut into the soft cocoon of lifelong self-deception. It was a 
terrible moment, trial and judgment and condemnation pressed 
together in one brief flash of utter nakedness. A chorus of 
voices was cursing her through the roaring in her head and 
she saW* herself, no^ in a flattering mirror ana not with her own 
eyes, but a$ she appeared to the silent, merciless gargoyle 
glailce of those she had Jiarmed *and hurt. Beatrice, Mousie, 
Hopper, Maud, Joy, Florian? Yes, even Florian. And now 
Susan, and now* Charley, her own son — and in the end the 
Wicked Queen had to dance in red-hot slippers and no one 
was sorry for her. Angelina struggled for breath and instinc- 
tively covered her eyes, not to see more of herself, and the 
dreadful moment passed and she rallied to her defence. 

What do you want from me? 1 never killed anybody, but 
Joy tried to kill me. I was right about her, I always knew that 
she might go mad someday, she never was like other girls, 
I’m glad that I warned Fred Flollenbeck, glad, do you hear 
me? It was my duty, wasn't it? 1 look good care of your child, 
Florian, believe me. and you, Maud, I really did 

I could have married again. I could be wSenator O’Shaugh- 
nessy’s wife today and live high, wide, and handsome in 
Washington, but I never thought of rnyseif, only of I 
always worried about her, I always sensed that sonje day 
something was going to iiappen to that poor, unstable mind 
of hers, the poor, lost creamre 

Because now Til have to put her in an institution and what 
a blow that will be to poor Charles on top of the other trouble. 
It’s lucky that he has at least his mother to stand by liim when 
he gets divorced frpni Susan Just the two of ns at last. We’ll 
sit before the fire and chat and I’ll bake him that cake he* 
likes so well 

No. It did not get her anywhere Tt was not the truth and 
tonight only tlie truth would do. Lord, Lord, Lonl, have mercy! 
she moaned; but this was not between her and God — not yet; 
she had only Circled the outskirts and stalled and procrastin- 
ated^ yet there was no reprieve, no letting up, she must 3ig 
deeper and deeper to the buried centre of guilt, and ?inswer the 
voices that filled the night and hissed ever louder in her ears. 

285 



Listen, God, listen, Florian, I’m telling the truth now, the 
A^holc and holy truth. 1 hated my sister, that is true. I wisJicd 
her put .df way; I think I prayed that she might die. A 
few c times 1 dreaified she was dead and in my I was 

happy .about it. But I did hot really waipt her to die, God 
Almij^hty, listen, I only wanted her to divorce you, Florian, 
so I could have you to myself at lar,t. I^.did not kill her, I’m 
not guilty of her death, listen, Florian, Fll tell you how it 
happened 

,My ribs wore still taped after our auto accident, which, had 
niade 'so much noise in the papers, and breathing hurt iiie as 
it hurts now; but the clay 1 was discharged from the hospital T 
decided I could not postpone any longer having it out with 
h^aud. She had sent me llowcrs and good wishes but, she had 
not come to sec me. I was still in mourning for poor Hopper 
and I had lost niucli vc eight. 1 could see in Maud’s face that 
she was shocked about the change in my appearance. She 
came towards me and held out her hands when she saw me 
Stagger into her living toom. J was still very, very weak, you 
understand. “Sit down, sit down,” she said. “You look like 
your own ghost.” 

“I am my own ghost,” 1 said and let myself drop into a 
chair. Jherc was a fire in the grate and there were some of 
Joy’s toys on the carpet; and die little girl came running up 
to me and wanted to be cuddled as she was used to, but Maud 
said: “Leave your aunt alone, honey, she isn’t feeling well,” 

Indeed I wasn’t. I had come in a cab and waited in it at the 
comer until I was sure that you, Florian, had left the house. 
It had been a sunny noon, but then the wind had changed all 
‘of a sudden and tlie sky vvas growing dark, I felt every change 
of the weather in my broken ribs and 1 had a hard time to 
kdep my heart going. 

“I want to show Annclina my pictures,” said Joy. 

“Leave Annclina alone,” said Maud. “Run along, littk chip- 
munfe, leave your aunt in peace.” T did not quite know how to 
begin and Maud did not help me much. “It’s foolish of you 
to go outMn this weather,” she said. “Here, take a sip of 
sherry.” 
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cainc to tell you how sorry I am about the whole thing. 
About the accident we had and the noise in the naoers and 
everything ” I said. 

Maud only smiled; I could never see rtiat smile of hers 
without’ getting furjous. It was so complacent, a little condes- 
cending, almost as though she were sorry for me. “You better 
say that twice,” she jaid^ “It’ll talce Flori at least four weeks 
before he’ll be able to use his left hand again.” 

I swalloy/ed. '“That’s not what 1 mean. 1 mean I should 
have told you that 1 was driving to Carmel with liim,” 

“It would have been better. I ca)uld have warned him that 
you’re not a safe driver,” she said. I looked at my hands and 
she looked at them too. I think she always envied me for 
wearing fivc-and-a'half gUn'cs. “1 just couldn’t hold the car 
when it began swerving,” 1 said “My hands aren’t strong 
enough,” 

“Look here, Ann,” she said. “Don’t let’s beat about the 
bush. You came here to (ell me somclhing. Tell it and let’s 
be done with it.” 

“All right,” I said. “As you wish. It wasn’t an accident. I 
drove the car deliberately oil the road and into that brick 
wall. I wanted to kill both o( us, l lori and me.” 

“Thai’s interesting,” said Maud: she wiped her moutji with 
her handkerchief and then scrutmi/cd it. It was a silly, un- 
pleasant habit: as if she were expecting a htemorrhage any 
moment. “That’s intcrcsiing,” she said. “But let’s leave out 
the melodrama and get down to brass tacks. Did you write 
me all those anonymous letters? About my husband keeping 
a mistress?” 

I decided to ignore the insult ami ga\c no answer. I only* 
looked at her. “Not very subtle, Ann,” she said. 1 felt tears 
coming to my eyes, 1 couldn’t help it, 1 was still very w^eak. 
you understand 

“Great mercy, Ann, what a mess you've got yourself in — 
and. with my bwn husband,” Maud said. “Don’t you know 
how spoiled he is? A pretty girl like you — \ou should be too 
proud to be just one more of that brigade of women who’re 
always running after him. Bumping into a wall is no solution, 
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neither from your angle, nor mme, nor Flori’s. But you’re a 
reckless little fool and always were. Why did you write me 
those letters? Why did you wish it splashed over every paper 
in town that you Had been on a secret outing with your 
brother-in-law? Are you still toung to get scarlet fever in 
order to ruin other people’s picnics?” ' 

We had both forgotten about thq, child in the comer; Joy 
was such a quiet little mouse. 1 hated Maud. Of course 1 
hated her. There slie was sitting on her broai beam, this was 
her house, and her fireplace, and her child, and her husband; 
all hers. Mine, mine, mine, she boasted with every smile, with 
that detached cool pose of hers. And there was I, all alone, 
a widow, no one to stand up for me if I didn’t myself — — 

‘T prefer a public scandal to a secret love alfair. I can’t go 
on hiding and lying and sneaking an hour here and a kiss 
there. Tm not cut out to be the Other Woman.” 

“That’s good news. 1 hadn’t particularly noticed this side of 
your character. But if that is so, I think it would be best if 
you left town for a few months and let some grass grow over 
the whole moss. Why don’t you go to New York? You could 
have much fun in the East - or maybe I could arrange for 
you to visit with the Daniclls in New Orleans and stay there 
for the Mai'di Gras ” 

“When I came here,” I said, “so help me God, I didn’t 
wish to be rude. But if you treat me like a loose wtmian who 
can be bought off -all right. I’ll tell you what 1 came to say. 
Florian loves me and I love him and you should never have 
come between us. If il weren’t for me, the last spark would 
have gone out of him in that humdrum life you offer him. 

.Florian needs romance, glamour, excitement, stimulation 

“I doubt that it was so very stimulating for him to be driven 
into a brick wall and have his wrist wrenched. Don’t you dare 
come and tell me what Florian needs. Peace of mind he needs, 
and regular meals, and his fair amount of sleep, and a few 
other^ little things of which you have never heard; care and 
cdfisideration, for instance. There is enough spark and inspira- 
tion and restlessness in him to blow the roof off the house, 
that’s why a humdrum wife like myself is just right for him. 
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Really, Ann, Tm trying hard not to lose my patience, l)ul { 
refuse to discuss my marriage with you. 1 knew that yoifd 
had a little cnisli oi] Flori ever since you were a pigtailed kid, 
hut don’t ask me to take that seriously. If 1 Jook every woman 
seriously who’s bc^n after my husband, or every girl who took 
liis fancy for a week or two, then I’d really not be the right 
wife for him.” 

I was sure that Maud didn’t feel at all as safe and detached 
as she pretended; on lier checks were sharp red circles like 
those on a lacquered German peasant doll and she was wiping 
her mouth and blotting the ptaspiralion from her forehead, 
which a moment later was damn again, “You. Ann,” she said, 
“ought to know best that Vm not lying 1 dorian down; if he 
didn’t have his full freedom, he eivtildn’t have dashed off and, 
spent a whole week wsih you in C'aoncl 

Her attitude of tlic forgiving wife made me see red. Let the 
boy have his little lling, he’ii come back, husbands always 
come back, repenting, and lo\ing the little v\iie more than 
before 

“Florian’s freedom- that's evaclly what I came to discuss 
with you. If there was a shred ('f j>ride ielt in you, Maud, 
you’d have asked for a div^nee wlicu you learned that wij; had 
been away together. But 11 vou insist on pretending thag you're 
deaf' and blind, you force me to tell you to \oiir face how 
matters stand. 1 loiiaii lows me. get that uUo vanir head, he 
loves only me and xou'ie mnliing out burden he's dragging 
along because he's lou solli'iCvirtcd it' shake you olf. If you 
had ever been a ical wife to 1 h^i vou would luive felt for a 
long time that he doesn’t care hu \ou 

1 knew it was brutal and \ wanted to hu brutal. I hadn’t beeii 
less brutal with mysell when 1 dro\e (hat automobile into the 
wall; I had been despeiaie and 1 sMI was and 1 saw' no reason 
why 1 should alw'ays be the one to suffer while Maud w'as to 
be kept blissfully unawatc o^' aiiN ill wand th;il might blow 
her way. She was holding on to iierself hut ^!te had be UJi] to 
tremble; she was wearing a blouse of Irish crochet with a 
ruffled jabot, and every lussy butterny and llowcr and scallop 
of that jabot was quivering. “Stop it, Ann, you don’t quite 
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know wlial you’re saying/' she whispered, clearing her throat; 
she tried not to cough but could not suppress it. That was 
another habit of hers which got on my jierves : she always 
coughed as though she had a bad conscience; she did her 
coughing the way^ some women do their shoplifting. “Go, go 
away, I don’t want to hear another word/’ she said thickly 

I was trembling too, with anger anr hun. “Sorry, but I won’t 
be shaken off like this; you’re a fool if you think you can 
treat me like one of the girls who lake Flori’s fancy for a week 
or tw'o and get thrown in the ashcan wlicn it’s over. I came 
to ask you to divorce Fkaian, it’s the only decent thing for 
you to do, and 1 won’t go vviihoui an aiisw'cr. You’ve been 
talking about your palicr.ee, Maiid, but what about my 
patience? My [Vitic(Kc is at ?j\ end too. I'm through standing 
back and being pushed corner and if you still won’t 

face the issue. Til make such a nin]])L]s, I’ll stir up such a 

scandal You Ihiuk you can Wh me to go away? Why 

don’t you go nwds yvn-r-Jf wlivic you arc not wanted? But 
you’re dull and ihick-skivncJ juJ complacent, and on top 
of it you'ic a sick vv( nan. V'ou are oi no use to Flori, you 
arc ruining him. but you keep him chained to your bed- 
post ” 

“Don’t, Ann — don’t- -- Maud v/hispei cd hoarsely, but 1 
didn't let her interrupt me 

“Do you think you cam hold Idin by making him squat at 
your side and iiold fiand'; wiidi you and watch you spit into 
your hankies? If he wu ni skh and lireJ of you before, he 
certainly is by now, and d' you won’t let go of him I’ll shout 
it from every loof that Floi iai: bvdougs to int: and not to 
you ” 

I’m an imr^cluoii.s fool, 1 know, Mori, and T had to use 
strong language to make Maud yield. For more than two 
years 1 had taken all the beating; what am 1 saying — I had 
taken the beating cr since you came to tlie old home on 
Clay Gtreet for die first time, remember? Now it was Maud’s 
turn to be pushed aside and learn to play second fiddle. What 
I had toldf' her really wasn’t so very bad, was it? If you 
hadn’t come back just then, nothing much would have hap- 
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pened. Maud would have divorced you, Vd have seen to that; 
and we would have married and gone abroad and you'd have 
had more triumphs than ever before, Td have seen to that loo. 
And we’d never have needed to cross Mauyi’s path again 

Or, funny to think : if the weather had been belter that 
day . . . 

The storm had Cv^mc^up while I was talking to Maud, a 
cloudburst slashing with an unholy noise against the windows. 
You were shaking ihc water frtun your iiair like a wet dog 
as you entered. It was still carlv in the afternoon, but almost 
dark, and you switched on the light and you looked at Maud, 
and then at me and at Maud again. I hcre was electricity in 
the air, each hair of mine was loa.dcd wilii it and my finger 
tips tingled. I believe I must ha\e been very pale, 1 had not 
expected you, 1 had not seen you since [he accident. I was a 
bit afraid of you, FJorian: i did not know vvhedier you were 
mad at me oi not. Yon had called me lecklcss quite often; 
but, Flori, you liked rny tien=g reckless, oidn't you? Oh yes, 
you did! Maud, tvx), wus whhe, except for those sharply 
drawn red cliccks of hers "kSlorm signals arc up,” you said. 
“It’s a vvcatiicr not to cliuse out lhi‘ proverbial dog.'’ 

“Yes, but tills rain will be good for the h>drangcas.” Maud 
said: I remember a vei y dehnnely. It’s the sort of mtnscnsc 
one babbles in cnliea! ip*'.iucnts. 

“Anything llie m.itler gu’s.’ M,md? Angelina? Did you 
have a sistcr-to-si^ier talk?*' 

“I want to ask you soinethliug I ton,” Maud scad. “And all 
1 want you to answer ves ca* no.” 

“Sounds biblivcfl; yom ».^)nununicvdion be yea, yea: nay. 
nay.” 

“My sister informs me ili:u you'se carnvd Jin a love alTair 
with her. Is that true?” 

“Well — Maud, you nv.istn'l think— it's not as simple 

“Yes or no^^” 

“Yes.” 

“Is it something — scricMis?” 

“Quite.” 

“And for lyiw long has this gone on.'” 
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“Since the Fire — more than two years. And even before — 
we’ve always been in love — even before you married him,” 
I said. ' 

“I didn’t’ ask y^u, Ann. You answer me, Flori-^ ’’ 

“Yes, Maud. But let me explain ” 

“Thank you for not lying, ” she said. “Fll— I’ll have to 

think this over. All by myself. I can^t tafik to you now, Flori. 
Later. Maybe.” 

Perhaps I should not have held you. Fieri, when you wanted 
to run after her but 1 needed you so much just then; I needed 
to feel protected for once, feel that you were worried about 
me too; more than about Maud. I had just come from the 
hospital, I was still so very weak and dizzy; I was in no con- 
dition to think very clearly. T threw myself into your arms, 
I held on to you, I couldn’t bear it at that moment to see you 
run after her. Let her drink bitter tea for once, I thought. I 
didn’t say it, and it wasn’t very long that I held you back, 
was it? 1 had no sense of time at that moment. Three minutes? 
Five? I heard the house door slam but I didn’t know it was 
Maud who had run out in the storm. 

The truth and nothing but the truth 

A’l right. I knew it and I did not want you to run after her. 
But believe me, believe me, I did not want her to die. I wanted 
her to divorce you, that was all. I didn’t want her to make up 
with you and forgive you, I didn’t want to be pushed out of your 
life, I couldn’t bear losing you. She would have died anyway, 
sooner or later, with those weak lungs of hers. If she had been 
healthy and strong, she would not have died from getting wet 
feet and catching cold, not even of pneumonia would she 
Ttiave died if she hadn’t been sick before, would she? Florian, 
believe me, dear God in heaven, believe me, tonight, when I 
feel that I myself might not live to sec the morning : 

I did not kill my sister, nor did 1 wish to kill her^ — though 
I was glad when she was dead and out of my w^ay. And this is 
th« tfuth and nothing but the truth. 



['ircd out from the prolonged delivery of Mrs. Winston’s 
twins. Dr. Ge^ick had taken the front seat next to the ambu- 
lance driver in the hope that the. fresh air would keep him 
awake.* Watts and Ryerson were not too (/DmforUbly seated 
inside the rattling* old ambulance, whose space was greatly 
taken up by the stretchej. Provident sheets and blankets were 
bouncing on the rack and there was a reek of iodine and rigid 
antiseptics. Onc% in a while the driver let go with a howl of 
the siren. The two men had been requested to refrain from 
smoking, but they smoked all the same, Ryerson sucking on 
his pipe,, and Watts biting into a slim cigar. 

“Not much of a joy ride, is it?” he said. “I don’t see Why 
you should have let yourself in for this instead of comfortably 
toddling off to the Pentagon Building.” 

“Oh, that’s all right. This reminds me of the time I was on 
the police beat of the Sacramento Bee. Quite cosy, in fact, 
compared with a few little things that 1 saw out in the Pacific.” 
“Don’t tell me it’s the old news hound on a hot scent.” 
“Lord, no. It’s just — well, I guess having signed a contract 
for my first book makes me a bit ruthless when I’m on the 
track of anything that seems like material for another short 
story. Renlembcr, back on the train, you promised me* one 
— what did you call it? ‘Danger from Deer’? Or perhaps: 
‘How the hell did Miss Ambros happen to become an old 
maid?’ You know, George, I was talking with her at the 
station, just a few minutes, but I was quite impressed. Not a 
single silly or hysterical word out of that girl. She seems to 
have remarkable ^elf-control, A nice person to be with in an 

air raid. Makes one wonder ” 

“Excellent. You go on wondering about Joy Ambros wMe 
1 do my bit of wondering about Ann. Holy mackerel, I cer- 
tainly wonder what she’s up to this time, the sweet little old 
witch ! ” 

mortui^ nil nisi bommi, George 

“That’s a very laudable sentiment. Tommy boy, an3 I 
promise I’ll write her the finest obituary as soon as I am 
convinced that she is dead and gone — and not a moment 
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sooner. 1 know Ann, and Fm telling you, there’s something 
fishy about that sudden disappearing act of hers; I can’t put 
my finger on it, but my good old nose tells me that there is 
something — well — something not quite — in fact, I would not 
put it beyond he^ to have arranged an accident in drder to 
draw some insurance money, or to get jSy into trouble, or 
do some other sort of mischief — hq>v ^o I know? Fm just 
sniffing and groping. But I keep asking myself: when the 
train stopped right after the accideift and #ihe tracks were 
thoroughly searched for almost ten minutes — why was there 
no mangled body to be found? Why not a trace of Ann 
Ambros — ^if she really fell off the train?” 

“But that’s fantastic, George, that’s ” 

“It wouldn’t appear so fantastic to you if you had run head 
on into a few of Ann’s tricks the way I have. She dupei me 
twice — and I don’t wish to be duped a third time, that’s all. 
It’s all a bit too pat. I don't know much about, your business, 
but I seem to have read that it doesn’t make a good story, if 
things are too pat. It’s the same in my business, Tom. As 
a corporation lawyer who has to fight a good number of phony 
insurance claims each month, I can assure you that it makes 
me suspicious if things are too pat. And they’ve been a bit 
too f)ajj in Ann’s* life to suit me. People who got In her way 
disappeared and died most conveniently — mind you, I don’t 
wish to hint that Ann killed them, far from it. They just died 
anyhow. People who were useful to her she kept on a leash 
— and that, by the way, is the answer to your question : how 
did Miss Ambros happen et cetera? And when Ann needed 
money, something always occurred that WQuld drop it in her 
lap. Maybe she needs money now. Maybe she’s trying to fake 
a fatal accident and subsequently draw her own life insurance 
money — I am just juggling possibilities.” 

“You have a rather necrophilic imagination, you old cur- 
mudgeon. When 1 think of poor Mrs. Ambros — 

“P«or Mrs. Ambros! That’s what people Skid of her all 
along. It was poor Mrs. Hopper when her first husband died, 
and she wars left, a delectable and exceedingly touching young 
widow. Well, I say poor Mr. Hopper any time. In our files 
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1 happened to come across a fairly nasty correspondence 
relating to the expenses for Clyde Hopper’s funeral. She had 
taken out life insurance on him before he left for the Amazon 
and he succumbed as promptly to yellow fever as if she had 
ordered it for him, special delivery.” 

“I’d really like* to know what makes you so vindictive 
against a poor old ^oijian who^e remains we are about to 
locate. You can’t seriously blame her for her first husband’s 

catching a tropikal fever and ” 

“Not seriously and not directly. Indirectly — yes. I think she 
was to blame for it. You see, she had a lover, and poor 
Hopper knew about it, and her lover was her sister’s husband, 
and you’ll admit that’s enough of a muddle to drive a man 
into the jungles.” 

Ryerson waited and Watts smoked silently, puff, puff, spark 
and darkness, spark and darkness. “I was deeply devoted to 
Ann’s sister Maud when 1 was a boy,” he said a little later. 
“There was something about her, a steadiness, a tranquillity 
— well, sheer goodness is hard to describe. The way Maud 
smiled: warm, friendly, from within — not that tooth-baring 

beauty-queen grin that nowadays goes for a smile ” 

“Thanks, I don’t need a detailed description. I’m acquainted 
with that sort of a smile. Intimately acquainted.” 

“Oh, quit harping on Corinne and make space for new 
impressions. We were talking about Ann and Maud and 
Maud’s husband. It was unfortunate that I ran into Ambros 
and Ann at the old Trocadero. That was a place where men 
about towm would take some ladies of easy virtue to wine and 
dine and do something else. There were so-called suites up- 
stairs, chamhrei^ particu litres or what have you, definitely 
not a place where you would take your sister-in-law for a 
harmless dinner. The Trocadero was fairly far out of town, 
where now they have Stern’s Cove and concerts and culture, 
but it was a different story in those days. There were a few 
such places of gay repute, the Cliff House, the Poodles I)pg, 
but none of them as conveniently hidden away as the Troca- 
dero. I was only a youngster and a rather innocent one and 
I can tell you, it gave me quite a jolt to meet Mr. Ambros 
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there with Ann; I had only kpown him as an adoring husband 
and father up to then. It intrigued me and worried me and 
upset me. I didn’^ quite khow how to act, and ever after that 
encounter I felt as if I were mixed up in a shady conspiracy 
and I couldn’t faA^ Maud and that was a great loss to my 
sixteen years. Tommy boy, believe it or not.” 

Ryerson chuckled in the dark. “Ycyi pjean they had caught 
you stepping out just as much as you had caught them? 
Let refe try and picture you as a sixtecn-year-^ld in the abode 
of sin ” 

/‘You have the smutty imagination of a Boston book Censor, 
Tom. Nothing of the sort. I had gone out there to visit with 
a former cook of ours, a pitch-black genius who made the 
best chocolate souffles in all northern California. But Ann 
tried to bribe me or blackmail me, whatever you like to call 
it, and that did something to me.” 

“Indeed? She bribed you? Honest, George? How?” 

“By falling around my neck and kissing me in a way that 
put hot lumps into my marrows, and then she stepped back 
and cried: ‘Why, George, I almost forgot that you’re not a 
little boy any longer and I’m not your neighbour’s little girl 
either — and what arc you doing at the Trocadero of all places, 
you yqfjng dandy? All right, all right, Tm not asking another 
word, and we won't tell anybody that we met here, it might 
only trouble your mother, ch?’ It was a primitive method but 
a very effective one and she didn’t change it in all her life. 
A kiss and a kid-glovcd threat. Mr. Ambros tried to save the 
situation by muttering something about friends they were 
expecting for a birthday celebration. Anyway, all their efforts 
Were completely unnecessary, because I’d rather have let my- 
self be burned at the stake than tell Maud what I knew or 
suspected. What’s the time, Tom? We must soon be there.” 

“We haven’t gone over the Pass yet. And your case wouldn’t 
hold water in court. Hearsay and conjecture, George, and, in 
any oQse, what business of yours was it whethfir somebody’s 
husband was running around with somebody’s sister?” 

“None — ^bxcept that I was very fond of somebody called 
Maud a,nd that tliis encounter spoiled something for me. I 
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didn’t see Maud any more, and not much later she died, and 
after a respectable waiting period Ann and Mn Ambros mar- 
ried. What with the war and one thing and another, the family 
fell on hard times, and the next time I saw Ann, I was a 
full-fledged lawyer and she came to office to get my 
legal advice about how to get her hands on a substantial trust 
fund old man Ballard^had left for Joy with Wells, Fargo. 
Ann still forgot at appropriate moments that she wasn’t a 
little girl and that J wasn’t a little boy, and she still had the 
habit of falling around one’s neck and kissing any male she 
wished to bend to her aims. That time she worked quite hard 
on me, but old man Ballard’s provisions were airtight, and 
that trust fund couldn’t be touched. Do you have a match, 
Tom?” 

Ryerson struck a match and relit Watts’s cigar. In the brief 
flare he saw for a moment the old lawyer’s bulldog face, 
intense and thoughtful; the stretcher, the blankets to be spread 
over a dead or dying old woman, and then it was dark again, 
the night outside as opaque as the darkness in the ambulance. 
It had begun to rain. 

“If you don’t mind. I’d like to ask you something, George,” 
Ryerson said. “Why did you never get married?” 

Watts did not answer instantly; he was sucking hjs cigar, 
there was the tiny spark of it, a little silence, at last a gruff 
chuckle. “I hand it to you. Tommy, you are a shrewd operator. 
If you mean, did Ann have anything to do with my becoming a 
gritty old bachelor, your guess is remotely correct. Very^ 
remotely, though. But if you have got the idea that I had 
been infatuated with the lady in question — well, it might make 
a saleable short story, but it was precisely the other wdy 
around. She was not the only woman I watched doing mis- 
chief, but she had been the first one, and that, somehow, 
sticks. Great Lord, the things lawyers and doctors get to see 
and hear could make a blue-ribbon bull impotent. Ann, sweet 
Angeline, made me suspicious of them all— in otherf*»wprds, 
she made me afraid of women in general. I might have over- 
come that fear, but every time I was just beginning to get out 
of it sometijng else happened to her to keep all my worst 
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suspicions on the alert. I learned on her. the way youni* 
medical students learn on the anatomy class skeleton. It may 
sound a bit fanciful to you, son, but that woman, as I watched 
her through the years, sort of poisoned something in me. Now 
make something ortit. if you can. my young friend.” 

“Just by giving you a kiss, and asking your advice in a legal 
matter? Isn’t that going a bit ‘too far, Jieqfge?” Ryerson said. 
Fancy that, he thought, the loops and somersaults a gruff, 
lonesome old man’s sentiments may eijeciite. You really 
never know anything about the other fellow 

“Okay. So there was Joy’s trust fund, and how much of the 
interest was actually used for Joy was none of my business, 
and I didn’t wish to know. What 1 knew was that Ambros paid 
a high premium on an insurance for his precious fiddle — it 
was, in fact, over-insured. I must say in all honesty that Ann 
was justified in objecting to it. Keeping that fiddle was an 
outrageous piece of luxury, considering the financial strain 
under which the family was living. Probably you have to be 
a fiddler to understand such things, and, as you know, I don’t 
know anything about music. 

“And so their house on Vallejo Street burned dowjn. Not 
quite, though; but that fiddle did. Fifty thousand dollars’ 
worth q|f fiddle— -and I represented the company who had to 
shell out the money. It was just a bit too pat, if you see what 
I mean. Nobody was at home when the house burned and 
there were suspicious details — a scrap of the velvet lining of 
the violin case, for instance, that most definitely smelled of 
gasoline and arson. This and that and another thing, plenty of 
dubious points to build a case on. I think if. we had gone to 
cfturt we could have proved that the fire hadn’t been an acci- 
dent. Well — but we didn’t go to court. Ask me why not. Ann 
came to my office, crying and appealing to our old friendship 
and conjuring up Maud’s memory, and there was a very ill, 
almost dying husband, and soapy-voiced O’Shaughnessy was 
usin^ tis influence with our board and- 

“And? Yes — and . . . ?” said Ryerson and then he struck 
a match and carefully lit his pipe while stealing a glance at 
the lawyer’s face. 
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“All right, master mind, your guess is correct. I gave in. I 
caved in somehow, let’s say she corrupted me. No, not at all 
what you think, son. I did not sleep with Ann, I didn’t re- 
motely dream of such a thing. She was in her forties then, a 
very Mndsome forty, I admit, but no tem|5ting Messalina or 
Cleopatra. It was a matter of pity. 1 suppose. Believe me. 
there is no more corrupijng thing* than pity at the wrong spot. 
Weakness that breeds weakness. Ann v;as just sweet and 
defenceless and*pathctic : Danger from Deer. 

“Listen, Tommy, 'that’s a 'confession, keep it to yourself. I 
barely saved my self-respect by bargaining her down into an 
agreement. Wait a moment, don’t say anything yet: five 
months later Florian Ambros died. Suicide. 

“I knew it. Joy knew it. The doctor knew it. Ann knew it. 
She even admitted in a heart-rending little scene, alone with 
me in my office — no witnesses, you understand. There was a 
life insurance with no indemnity in case of suicide. I don’t 
have to tell you the end. Yes, we paid it. I never said a word 
and let Ambros have an honest death and my company paid 
for it. Let’s suppose I closed my C 3 'cs on account of Joy. I 
couldn’t bring myself to make her burden still heavier than it 
was. Look here, Tom, I’m an old-fashioned fellow and my 
story has an old-fashioned moral. It wouldn't be worth d!scus- 
sing Ann if slic were something extraordinary. But she is as 
commonplace as parsley; there are millions of her, there’s 
hardly anyone whose path hasn’t been crossed by her kind. 
A psychopathic liar — but that means a scientific simplifica- 
tion. Ann is the queen who can never do wrong, because she 
just knows that she is right. Millions of Anns who live in 
complete harmony with themselves, beating angelic win^s 
while they strangle their children, poison the wells, sow deadly 
nightshade in the fields, plant malignant growths in the brains 
of their nearest and dearest, and turn the average home into 
one of the nether regions of hell. Amen. So help me God, I 
do hope AniJ broke her neck while it’s still time for l^aud’s 
child to pick up a life of her own.” 

He pulled back the curtain, rolled down a windcAV, and flung 
out the end of his cigar. The night pressed into the ambulance 
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with the black, loud, steady rustle of rain. “There ” Watts 

said. “Would you say we’ie over the Pass, my boy?” 


Angelina was sloshing through the rain, her torn stockings 
were hanging down so that she was tgeac^ng upon them with 
every step, but when she tried to bend over and pull them off, 
there was such a stiffness and pain all through her that she 
gave up. She was leaning against the rain, a cold wind drove 
it at her with hard, spanking streaks of water. Her mink coat 
was soaked through, it would probably cost a fortune to have 
it restored after this adventure. She had sold the Generalin’s 
baroque commode to the museum for twenty-four hundred 
dollars and bought the coat with the money. Who would have 
thought that old piece of furniture would bring so much? It 
had only been in the way in the confined Greenwich Street 
apartment, whereas a mink coat gave you caste; it was like a 
badge, a membership card announcing that you belonged — 
in spite of all reverses suffered — to the higher strata of society. 
But out in the open spaces of the West, on a rainy, windy 
night, a mink coat wasn't much of an asset. 

An^ejlina’s thoughts had become a queer tangle; there were 
remembrances and words and images and here and there a 
flashing clear scrap of reality, all intermingled as they some- 
times are just before one falls asleep. But fall asleep she would 
not. If she knew one thing, it was that she had to keep going. 
But once more she had lost track of the why and whither and 
wherefore. It w'as only the purposeful lenacily inhabiting the 
fvaW shell that kept her in motion. 

The embankment had flattened out more and more and at 
last she found herself almost on the same level with the road- 
bed and the rails. A little later she even perceived that on the 
other side, beyond the right of way, beyond a narrow strip of 
ground, veiled by the slashing rain, a highwa'jj^ seemed to 
strefch comfortably ahead. She blinked and peered and recon- 
noitred, but' her eyelashes were dripping and an immeasur- 
able amount of rain hung curtains of black glass beads 
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between her and that road. She took out her drcnelicd hand- 
kerchief and went through the motion of drying her face, 
while she calculated the risks of crossing those tracks. Once or 
twice she could see beyond the hazy dark stretch of ground the 
headlights of sonae passing truck, their riys resting like solid 
beams on the rain. How silly of me, Angelina thought, here 
I’ve been struggling aibng on the wrong side of the tracks, 
while there’s a smooth highway over there, full of cars who’d 
gladly give me a ^ift. She. laughed softly to herself. Wrong 
side of the tracks. It had taken on a new meaning. Wait till 
I tell The Girls about it, she thought; it was a comforting 
thought. 

The Girls, her own generation : Caroline Brooks, nec Ben- 
singer; Margreth Granger, nee Frankcl; Irma Frankel, nee 
Granger; flower shows, bridge, lectures, committees, club lun- 
cheons. Among The Girls she was respected and considered 
an authority on various subjects. “Angelina is so continental,” 
they said. “Imagine all the celebrities youVe met through your 
husband,” they said with that pinch of envy that gave spice to 
their friendship. “Remember when we were in Vienna to- 
gether?” Margreth would tease her. “That archduke who 
absolutely wanted to marry you? Handsomest devil ,you’vc 
ever seen. Girls. And perfectly cra/y about Ann. He was so 
handsome he made me swoon, honest to God; we did a lot 
of sw^ooning in those days, didn’t we?” 

Angelina had learned to be broad-minded about people 
like the Frankel-Grangcr tribe, but really, Margreth had a 
nerve pretending that she too had known the Archduke. 

“I’d rather sdc young women sw'oon than do some of the. 
things they’re doing nowadays,” Caroline Brooks would re- 
mark, hinting, of course, at the goings on between Susan and 
that Larry Grant, while Charles w^as fighting for his 
country 

Angelina, shook her head; it made a tepid runnel of water 
trickle down her neck and creep like a wet worm irf^ide her 
blouse and along her spine; she shuddered. I’m going in a 
circle, she thought desolately; Susan and Charles and that man 
Grant; and Joy. And Florian. 1 mustn’t get chills. I mijstn't 
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get chills and die of pneumonia like Maud; I must get across 
the rails and to the highway. 

It seemed simple enough. However, she had taken only a 
few steps, searching for a foothold between the ties, when the 
round began to siuike and a panting monsfcer rushed roaring 
out of nowhere and grew enormous at an unbelievable speed. 
For a second everything was turmoil.^coiffusion, and almost- 
death; but she kept blindly stumbling ahead ^nd across and 
slumped down in a heap on the other sida Drowned in drip- 
ping slushy grass, she was trying to breathe after the shock, 
trying not to die then and there. But there was the voice calling 
faintly through the shattering, thundering, drumming rush of 
train and rain and night : “Don’t fall asleep, Angelina, get up, 
don’t give in, you must go on ” 

“1 can’t, don’t you see Fm tired?” she cried miserably, “I 
want to sleep, that’s all I want to do — stay where I am, and 
rest, and sleep ” 

“Rest and sleep and die,” said the voice. 

“All right. And die. I don’t cure,” muttered Angelina, but 
at the same time she was sitting up and opening her eyes and, 
softly moaning, she was struggling to get up on her feet once 
more.# 

She \\»ould beg a ride on the next passing vehicle, she would 
sit next to the driver and lean her head back and let herself fall 
asleep. She had quite a definite picture of that driver, too. A 
big, tough man, a red-haired giant, coarse but good-natured, 
wearing a shirt and riding breeches and a large straw hat 
with a band of pheasant feathers. She could almost smell his 
• steaming large body; beer, tobacco, sweat, molasses, and the 
dust of Lcihana. “Go! Off with you! Go away!” she said 
loudly to Hopper, and he slunk off to make place for a truck 
driver in a clumsy, wool-lined leather jacket from the Army 
and Navy Store. For a few seconds she basked in the warm 
sensation of being saved, lifted into the truck, co)/ered with a 
blankef; consoled and protected by that unknown truck driver. 
If he were tp take her back to San Francisco, so much the 
better. My own apartment, she told herself, my own bed. Joy 
will ,have a fire in my bedroom and brew me soine tea — but 
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first ri! ask her to fix me a hot bath, with Epsom salts and a 
dash of lavender; and give me a rub afterward.^) — thanks. 
Daughter Dear — and, please, don’t forget to turn off the radio 
as soon as I’m asleep 

“You mustn’t fall asleep, don’t give in, (^/Id girl, keep going,” 
Hopper said, or it might have been Johnny O’Shaughnessy, 
or the truck drivci; slie had conjured out of the night; or 
possibly even old Mr. Ballard. A big man, in any case, to 
whom one mi^n turn as a last resort. Obediently Angelina 
collected her still smarting limbs as though they had been 
scattered far and wide, and attempted to cross the narrow no 
man’s land between the tracks and the highway. 

But what had seemed a fairly simple one-minute trip turned 
out to be a vicious sort of obstacle course, a testing ground for 
her last reserves of strength. There was first a ditch filled with 
gurgling water into which she stepped up to her calves. A 
hedge of reed and bullrush, sharp, prickling, bladelike; and 
next a barbed-wire fence that blocked her from going for- 
ward; yet turning back seemed by now just as impossible. 
For a few panicky seconds she was senselessly thrashing 
around and then she began to cry. Crying bitterly, she groped 
herself along that barbed wire in search for\some opening. 
Another car came down the highway, a nice sedan gcji^g east, 
much nearer now and yet just as inaccessible, and a truck 
whizzled by while she was calling and weaving. She did not 
care any longer about skinning, scratching, and bruising her- 
self; by now she had stopped feeling anything but the stiffness 
in her body and the weight of her water-logged coat and gar- 
ments. “Let’s scs,” she said aloud, “I’m small. I’ll get through 
somehow. I’m glad I always watched my figure, such a si’ip 
of a girl, men always said, ‘a twenty-six-inch waistline like a 
sixteen^ear-old, you’re really amazing, Ann!’” Indeed, it s'lill 
happened that some soldier or sailor boy would follow her 
on the street and whistle at her; and only when she turned 
around and'‘ showed him her darling old lady's face»\^ould 
those fresh kids grin and slink away in shame. “All right; 
let’s try it,” she said, whipping herself into action. She pulled 
off her mink coat and hung it over the fence; in spite of the 
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rain it felt almost good to be rid of its bulk and weight. She 
lowered herself down to the ground, pressed her body flat into 
the wet. cropped grass, and lifting the lowest strand of the wire 
as much as it would give,* she wriggled forward under it. 
“There, I made it,”|she said proudly as she was catching her 
breath, and never mind that some of the barbs had torn into 
the back of her jacket. Maud would f.ev^f have got through 
here; neither would Joy. She had to wait a short while until 
she felt strong enough to get up and put ^on fier heavy coat 
again. The shallow ditch she had yet to cross was not worth 
mentioning, and the smell of tarred wood led her to a stack 
of fence posts at the side of the highway on which she sat 
down to wait for the next vehicle, regardless of where it 
would take her. The rain had thinned down to a steady rustle. 

After a considerable interval a truck appeared, going west. 
Angelina weaved her wet handkerchief as a shipwrecked man 
might tie his sliirt to the makeshift mast of his life raft. But 
her tiny flag of distress was not white any longer: streaked 
with mud and dirt and blood, it had become all but invisible, 
and the truck came on with long wavy reflections on the 
shiny pavement, and passed, and went, the wicked little eye of 
the tail-light rushing away, together with the noise and clank 
and hbc^oil smell of the diesel engine. The driver had not seen 
Angelina, probably he was asleep at the wheel, or drunk, or he 
just didn't feel like slopping, the stinking brute. She shook her 
fist and called him every filthy name that leaped to her tongue. 
She was unspeakably, unbearably tired as she let herself fall 
on to that hard seat of tarred posts again. The truck was gone 
but its noise still remained; or perhaps it w:^s her immeasur- 
able tiredness that roared and clanked and drummed and 
thundered in her cars. Head noises, she thought. Sometimes a 
strident phone was shrilling in her head by the hour, some- 
times a ferocious crackling as of fire; roaring waterfalls, 
hissing steam, pounding waves, and most of the time her 
heartbeat echoed in there as loud as a battle drurfi; in particu- 
lar wVicn she was alone and a bit tired. Slie was very tired now, 
she hadn’t bben so tired since the Fire, and the calling voice 
was resounding and echoing inside her skull till the minute 
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structure of her middle ear seemed to assume the shape and 
proportion of the Carlsbad Cavern. Then, as if cut olf by an 
invisible switch, all noises ceased and it was suddenly quiet; 
completely and absolutely and frighteningly quiet. 

Only* a very high, thin, unearthly tone scanning that abyss 
of soundlessness : A cricket? The ghost of a murdered 
fiddle . . . ? 

“No, no, no,” Angelina wailed and pressed her hands to her 
ears and stuffed^her fingers into them to lock out that tone 
which would not be silenced. “Don’t, Flori, please, stop it, 
don’t, it’s mean of you to torment me so, it’s the meanest 
thing you ever did to me, don’t remind me of it, T can’t stand 
it, not now when I’m so dead tired and down and all in!” 
But the memories of the night when their house on Vallejo 
Street had burned down, with the Empress in it, these 
memories were ruthless and they snapped at you like a pack 
of wild dogs and they were everywhere, and you were too 
weak to fight them off tonight and the dead fiddle kept play- 
ing the high, ceric note across that frightening, mute, bottom- 
less silence, a silence which might mean that she was getting 
deaf, or else it might mean the end for her. Death? 

“God,” Angelina whispered, “you know hov^ it happened. 
Don’t let me down now, God—-” 

Because the burning of the Hmpress had been one of the 
rare occasions when Angelina luul Iruslcd her fate to God; 
more or less, that is. Since the evening in Vienna when she had 
discovered that you couldn’t even trust your own father, she 
had never been able to trust anyone — not even God. Not 
absolutely and completely. But there had been a time when 
her own small helpless self had come to the end of the rope 
and in her desperation and despondency she had turned lo 
Him, and He was still made in the image of a kind, middle- 
aged, bearded gentleman who loved you fondly and forgave 
you everything, but who, on tlie other hand, often seemed pre- 
occupied with* other things and sometimes not quite, not com- 
pletely reliable, although- it was to be hoped- He woul(f do 
His best; and so, in her great need, Angelina had begged Him 
for help. 
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Since Florian’s health was failing his earnings had shrunk to 
almost nothing; it was heart-rending to see the man you loved 
waste away without being able to afford him tiie best care, the 
greatest specialists, the mfracle cure, the one and only treat- 
ment or opera tion^‘ that would make him well again. Angelina 
refused to believe that anything but lack of money prevented 
her from buying back Fldrian’s h^^dtl^. But there was no 
money, only Joy’s puny four thousand, a painful, decorous, 
class-conscious penury. They were living, in f jungle of debts, 
a wilderness of unfulfilled obligkions. The house was mort- 
gaged, her jewels pawned, and they had almost fallen behind 
on the premiums of the insurance, that insanely high insur- 
ance, for Flori’s useless fiddle. Large, heavy, bulky debts on 
one hand and mean little bloodsucking fleas of debts on the 
other. A deluge of unpaid bills, the grocer’s, the butcher’s. 
God Almighty, we’ve got to cat, you need the doctor, if we 
don’t pay soon they’ll disconnect the telephone and shut off 
the gas, coal has to be stored for the winter, the roof is leaking, 
the plumber didn’t come when 1 called for him, what are we 
to do with that piugged-up toilet, and I tell you one thing, 
if I don’t get a new winter coat I simply can’t let myself be 
seen on the street. 

was 1 927 and all around them people were living high, 
wide, and handsome, w^allowing in money, bursting at the 
seams v/ith stock market gains and prosperity, and the con- 
trast between so much lush abundance and their own scrimp- 
ing made it still shabbier and harder to bear. 

Accidentally, the new Episcopal cathedral on Nob Hill had 
become quite fashionable just then and the plan for solving 
their financial problems came to her in all its magnificent sim- 
plicity during Sunday service; it was floating down to her on 
organ chords and a slanting sunbeam, and enwrapped her 
instantly in such a wonderful feeling of relief and well-being 
that she could only assume God-father Himself meant to show 
he^ Vhe way. It was a revelation the Lord had sent her in 
answer to her half-hearted prayer and she accepted it with 
humble gratefulness and went to work on it. God, on His part, 
after putting that plan into her mind, in His great power and 
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kindness took care of the rest. Certainly it was more than 
just a fortunate coincidence that Joy gave a lecture in San 
Jose on the very same evening when Florian insisted on 
attending young Paul Horner's concert, and the house thus 
remained empty f®r once. “Are you quiti sure you’re well 
enough to go, dear? Arc you certain it won’t tax your strength 
too much? Is it reaii\ ^ important for you to hear that boy 
tonight?” Angelina was fussing over Florian, but secretly she 
hoped he would '^insist. 

“Stop yammering about me, darling. I’m quite well. It might 
not be so ver>' important for me but it definitely is highly 
important for the boy that 1 be at the concert. Besides, I’m 
quite curious to see how Paul will stand up before an audience. 
Fie is my heir presumptive, there’s great promise in that boy, 
and I hope hc’il carry on where I had to leave ofi. I often think 
that poor tired old Europe is bowing out and the time has 
come for America and Americans to take over culture, music, 
the arts- -if I can hand on to my pupils some of the things I 
know about musical tradition, Eli feel that I've done my little 
bit as an American citi/en — better than I did by driving an 
ambulance through iho mud of France.'’ 

The rhetoric went past Angeiina’s ear but she gave FJ^rian 
a wife’s absently encouraging smile. ‘’Well, that’s fine? dear. 
But do me the favour and go upstairs now and take a good 
rest; just stay in your room and don’t budge until I have a 
taxi at the door. I’ll take care of everything ” 

Floncstiy. it wasn’t as if she had set the house on fire; she 
had left it in the hands of God to do tlial. She e\en said a 
brief silent prayer *of a sort after she had accidentally droppeci 
the bottle with the lighter fluid on to the soft silk wrappings 
of her pampered rival, the Empress. There was enough inflam- 
mable stud on top of the piano to burn down all of Vallejo 
Street if God in His great kindness willed it thus. If, on the 
other hand, Gpd did not wish that fiddle to be burned, well, 
then nothing would happen, and it had been just a little'^rAis- 
understanding between her and Him. Loose sheets of music 
were piled up on the piano, more of them on the music stand, 
and next to the open violin-case stood the lamp with tfce 
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chafcd-through, badly insulated cord. As a precaution Angelina 
had even phoned the electrician to come and repair it, but on 
account of one of those unpaid little items the man had rudely 
mumbled that he’d send a boy around sometime next, week — 
maybe. In the gref^e a coal fire was glowing, and as Angelina 
put more coal on it, she happened to tip over the little kero- 
sene can which always stood next to*di^ coal scuttle; some of 
the kerosene spilled on to the rug; not much of it, though. If, 
by sheer accident, some glowing embers •were to drop on that 
rug, catch the sheets of music that had fallen from the stand, 
creep up the curtains, meet with the improvised danger zone 
on the piano 

There was the taxi chauffeur ringing the doorbell and 
Angelina ffung the chinchilla wrap over her old evening dress. 
The hall mirror paid her a compliment : there’s nothing like 
chinchilla to give class to a lady, and permit me to say that 
you look much younger than you are. “It’s time to go, Flori!” 
she sang up the hall. “1 axi’s waiting.” 

Florian emerged from the bedroom and came downstairs 
with a pathetic and pitiful attempt at putting the old dash 
into his appearance : tuxedo, homburg, the elegant slim over- 
coa^jjauntily thrown over his shoulders, with the automatic 
nonchalance of a great virtuoso leaving the greenroom and 
smiling at his expectant admirers. Angelina’s heart tightened 
as she looked at him, because the collar of his dress shirt had 
grown too wide in a way that boded ill and the tuxedo hung 
about his emaciated frame, much too large and loose. He took 
off his hat and put his cigarette away as he stood before her; 
..this, too, was done with the old sweeping gesture of gallantry, 
and overwrought as Angelina was at that moment, she sud- 
denly felt as though she had fallen in love with him all over 
again. “How tall you are,” she said, “and so handsome. Come, 
bend down or I can’t reach you.” He bent down to her and 
she tucked his black lie in place, turned up t|?c collar of his 
o\fercoat. and rested her fingertips for a second on the sharp- 
ened, still beautiful lines of his cheekbones. “You — old 

gypsy ” she said with a strained smile. The taxi chauffeur 

r?ng impatiently a second time. She clung f(x a moment to 
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Morian, almost crying, her arms around his poor, thin neck. 
You'll never know what Tm doing for you, she thought. It’s 
a secret between God and me only. Floriaii opened the front 
door for her and let her pass. “Dear me, now T forgot my 
gloves!* Go ahead, you mustn’t catch cold wait in the taxi,” 
she said, almost plishing him into the cab^ 

“1 suppose I should jje gratcfu'l that you aren’t carting me 
to the concert in a baby buggy, you little fool,” he said, 
tolerantly aniusc^. Angelina went back to the study. 

She hardly ever smoked, but now she quickly lit a cigarette, 
took a few deep drags, saw^ the tip come alive, and without 
looking where it fell she dropped it carelessly on top of the 
piano. She took the lire tongs, lifted two or three bits of 
glowang coal from the grate, and these, too, she let fall where 
they might. It was then that she said what amounted to a 
second prayer. I did all I could, from here on it’s up to You, 
Lord. Do as You please— but if You arc omniscient. You will 
know that we need the money more than that fiddle. I’ve done 
my part. Lord, now You do ^'ours. Amen. 

Vindictive? Yes, perhaps, and for good reasons; she had 
never liked the Empress and never been able to understand 
hdorian’s morbid inl’atuation with his instrumenL It would be 
a relief to be rid of her; she only cluttered up his life aifl ate 
up a fortune in premiums. Angelina picked up her gloves 
which she had purposely forgotten on a chair; at the door she 
threw another glance back at the room; some of the scattered 
music sheets on the floor were beginning to turn brown and 
curl up at the edges. As Angelina was closing the door and 
leaving the house; she felt that she had once more done her 
duty. She was buttoning her long gloves as she sat down in 
the taxi and searched for Florian’s hand. “Didn’t you forget 
to turn off the lamp in the study?” he asked. 

“I left the light burning on purpose. It’s safer since there 
were those burglaries in the neighbourhood. And I hate to 
come home a dark house; or have you forgotten wjiat a 
silly litllc cow'ard I am?” 

The house was bright enough by the time they returned, 
four blocks of Vellejo Street were closed off, firemen and hose 



tumbling all over the place, and another one of San Francisco’s 
old matchbox homes was going up in flames. Angelina felt 
grateful, deeply and deyouledly grateful, to the Power Above 
who, it was rightly claimed; let no sparrow fall from liis nest, 
and she contemplated making a donation to the church where 
she had been blessed with her revelation. A^ soon as 1 get my 
fifty thousand from the insurance ('piypany I’ll donate a 
hundred dollars in cash; or even two hundred if I can afford 
it, she pledged to herself and the Lord. 

But later, when all the trouble about tfie recovering of the 
insurance money started and it went downhill with Florian and 
he deserted her in such a final and irrevocable way without 
any explanation of farewell. Angelina was left wondering if 
possibly she had misunderstood God after all. She put all 
thoughts of devout generosity out of her mind and began to 
feel uncomfortable in cliurch and went there less and less 
often, until she stopped going to the swank Sunday service of 
Grace Cathedral altogether. One might have said tl.at she 
tried to evade meeting Him the w\ay you try to evade someone 
before whom you have committed some embarrassing social 
slip. 

But tonighf was not the time for such lighthearted and 
civaft^,r evasion* Tonight she had to face herself, and not in 
one of the flattering mirrors which told her that she was the 
Fairest of Them All. She was sitting on the stacked-up posts 
at the wayside, hunched over as if a heavy hand were pressing 
down on her. “Lord, Fm so sorry. Lord,” she w'hispeied. “Frn 
terribly sorry if I did the wrong thing and Til go to church 
regularly from now on, I promise. But, God Almighty, you 
k'now that I meant well ” 

Two more cars passed by without taking notice of her and 
then the highway seemed to have gone out of business alto- 
gether. A cold, raw wind rose out of the night, and beyond 
that black, bleak, empty, cold w'ind Florian was urging her 
on once more : Get up, Angelina, you can’t remain here, move 
on. for a brief span only, it shall not be long now 

“But I can’t any more, Flori, I simply can’t. I’m tired, don’t 
you see. I’m cold and weak and tired to death,” she pleaded. 
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Yet after a while she discovered that she was walking all the 
same, as tlioiigh without her doing she found one foot after 
the other stepping on the white line in the centre of the road 
and each step made a sucking noise in her drenched shoes 
and the wind was now behind her, nudging her onwards with 
chilly, wet hands. The rain played a furious crescendo and 
became a cloudburst ^oi^e more. The winrl grew into a gale, 
pushing her rudely, forcing her old legs into a run, bending 
her like a whippiyl little tree, hitting her on the back, pressing 
her soaking garments against her shuddering spine, obscenely 
lifting her skirt, slashing into the bruised skin of her legs. She 
felt outraged and assaulted, and with the outrage a bit of force 
returned to her. “All right, then, all right,’' she gasped grimly, 
“if this be one of God's little jokes, let me have it. If this 
storm be a little dcmonstiation, a lesson to teach me what my 
sister Maud went through the day slie caught pneumonia. I’m 
S0117, that’s all I can say. Honestly and truly, I’m awfully 
sorry, do You hear me? Maybe I was a bit thoughtless; not 
much imagination, that’s what Joy always tells me, but that’s 
not a crime, is it? Too wrapped up in myself, that’s what 
vSiisan says and what Gharles thinks of me; but what am I to 
do about it? Change myself, become a different* person? But 
how? You can't teach an old dog new tricks, can you, ar^ I’m 
a very old dog, very old and beaten, but yes, I shall try. Help 
me, Florian, help me to get !iome, Joy, Charles, help me, help 
me and I shall try to change. I’ll try hard.” Again she thought 
misciably. But it's no use. I’ll never get home, never. I can’t 
go on, she thought in deepest despair, i'm done for and this 
is the end of met. I’d like to make up for a few things I 
did wrong, but it’s too late now. Forgive me. Fieri, maybe 1 
didn’t love you the right way, but it w^as the only way I knew 
and maybe it is not good to love anyone as much as I loved 
you. Forgive me. Lord, and you, Joy, Charles, forgive me, 
niy children, I am soury, do you hear me, I am sorry, 
sorry 

Spent, beaten, lost. Nothing left in the end but a wounded 
animal’s instincts. Shelter from the cruel rainstorih. Rest for 
the broken bod^. A respite for the weakening heart and lungs. 
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Nothing else counted by the time Angelina reached the last 
station of the castigating night. 

A road came out of the darkness, hunching its back like a 
giant cat where it met at a right angle with the main highway, 
and creeping awaj' into darkness on the jther side. The en- 
counter of road and highway formed an underpass that opened 
its black mouth and swallowed Angc^' ny^ down into its gullet. 
She was too exhausted to comprehend the miracle: in there 
it was dry, no rain, even the wine) remained somewhere locked 
out and the air became the familiar stuff intended for breath- 
ing in place of tlic suffocating streams of water that had been 
choking her; in there it was warm and grew ever warmer the 
deeper you went into that merciful shelter, that dark kind 
cradle and womb and safety; it was Beatrice’s black shawl 
all over again. 

Angelina leaned her back against the wall, receiving its 
support with limitless gratitude. She let herself glide down, 
and in the total darkness her body discovered anotheV bit of 
overwhelming luxury. I’here was, it appeared, a sort of side- 
walk or ramp on which to sit and rest your feet on the 
ground. Angelina was reduced to the essential well-being ol 
hob^s and.trarops, she was testing the fundamental content- 
liicnfW those poorest, lowest creatures who made their living 
rooms in the shelter of bridges and their beds in deserted 
barns. Except that hobos and tramps were better equipped 
for it than Angelina. Oh, for a cigarette now to steady her 
nerves, a box of matches or a ffashlight to inspect her dwelling, 
a batch of old papers to stuff between licrself and her wet 
clothes. What more could you ask for comfort? Perhaps a 
lew twigs, or the debris of an old crate, to make a little fire, 
dry herself, create a private paradise. Suddenly her lazy 
imagination began to work overtime, conjuring up more and 
more delights: a hot cup of tea; or soup, thick, steaming 
Salvation Army soup. Or better yet, a strong, fiery drink to 
ch^sc away the chills. A bed to lie down in, great mercy, was 
there anything in the world as wonderful and desirable and 
heavenlike as a bed in which to stretch out, a blanket to puli 
up to your nose, just a bed and rest 
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She peeled oil' the drenched, cold, horrible weight of her 
mink coat that had been clinging to her like a drowning 
person and had almost pulled her down too. Mink coat be 
lianged ! Take the mink coat and give me a dry towel, just any 
sort of^a dry rag, to rub myself with. Her skirt was soaking 
wet and she slippdd out of it. Her jacket^ was damp on the. 
outside but the lining was fair ^and her blouse underneath 
almost dry. She peeled off^ her garments piece by piece, the 
loathsome shoes, the torn nylon stockings at four dollars a 
pair w'hich only maefe her yehrn for thick woollen socks and a 
gardener’s rubber boots. Her girdle was the only garment that 
had held the flood olT her body, and there you can sec how 
right 1 was, preaching to Joy that a lady, however slender, 
must never fail to wear a girdle. Supposing Joy had got into 
this sort of a predicament — and without a girdle; what would 
she have used to keep herself from catching pneumonia and 
dying like her mother? 

GrojJing, touching, testing in the dark, Angelina arranged 
herself until she was dressed again in a haphazard and highly 
fragmentary way, keeping the halfway dry pieces close to her 
body and discarding the wet ones vShe was rallying with the 
astounding tenacity inherent in small beings. But she was still 
as tired as she had never believed a human creature coi;iW be. 
She leaned her head against the w’all, closed her eyes, ;fnd did 
some summing up. 

She felt quite good now, very light, ail the lasting weight and 
worry taken from her. “The pattern was all wTong,” she said, 
smiling to herself. Like the time when she had tried to earn 
money with petit point embroidery. You counted and counted, 
you made a little mistake here and another little mistake 
there, and from then on you could never get the pattern right. 
You had to throw it away or rip uit the w hole thing. So many 
mistakes in life’s pattern-'-but would there still be time to rip 
it out? I was selfish, T did not know it, but I know it no\w. 
Selfishness is^tlic loneliest thing on earth, someone told me 
once- -that man Larry Grant; it sounded as if he knew a^out 
loneliness, but I was deaf then. Now 1 begin to hear, now — 
give me time, please, only time enough to undo what I have 
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done, to others and to myself. I’ve always asked for more than 
I had and never been satisfied; how come I feel contented and 
at peace now, when 1 have nothing but a dry place to sit and 
rest in the dark? vergebliche Unrulie,'' Florian had 

called it: much futile unrest. All proportions had clianged, 
the weight had bed,n shifted, and everylhiifg that had seemed 
important had been blown' away by the dark wind of tliis 
night. 

Let them live their lives and I’ll live mine— whatever may 
be left of it, she thought; can you' tell me why I got all worked 
up about Charles and Susan and Larry Grant? It’s none of 
my business and I’m too old anyway to understand those 
young people. As for Joy — she tried to kill me. and I still 
don’t know what I’ve done that she hates me so bitterly while 
I’m so fond of her. I loved you so when you were a baby, Joy, 
and I did carry you in my arms out of the burning house, that’s 
not a lie, 1 really did. It is true, Beatrice walked ahead of us, 
but if she had not been there, believe me, I would havl saved 
you all the same, ray little Joy 

She was almost falling asleep, with little Joy fat and heavy 
in her arms. You’re cute, you are my pretty mama, Charley 
said, patting her checks with his sticky little boy’s fingers. 
My Annie' has a good head for figures, said Father; 
I bet you’ll be the belle of the ball, he said. Have mercy on 
me and promise me one more waltz before 1 burn to a crisp 
before your very eyes, said the Archduke. 1 know I’m not 
good enough for you but T do love you so. Chappie, said a 
contrite, big, redheaded man whose name she couldn’t remem- 
ber. I’d chuck my wife any time if you’d say^the word, Annie, 
said Johnny O’Shaughnessy. And then Cliarles had something 
else to say : We’re only kidding you. Mother; if we didn’t love 
you we wouldn’t have our little fun with you, and the 
children are crazy about you. Be quiet. Mother, lie down. I’ll 
bring you your heating pad, said Joy. . . , 

She was immersed in a great warmth, it was all around her, 
soofiiing, relieving, fragrant. So many people, so many voices, 
all holding something out to her, all offering her a gift, fond- 
ness, affection, care. She was drifting away in the eternal 
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rhythm and exchange of give and talce, but the voices did not 
icavc her alone. She pulled herself together. 

Look here, Joy, you wouldn’t have been happy with your 
Fred Hollenbeck, he wasn’t the right man for you, terribly 
ambitious, and ambition is a bitter brew, ask me, 1 know 
something about il. Nonsense, you’re not^too old to marry. 
Joy — and we’ll do something to your hair, they tell me there’s 
a marvellous new girl at Lampert’s. Of course, you shouldn’t 
have tried to kill me, but there arc two sides to everything — 
if 1 had only known* it sooneV 

Listen to me. Florian, whatever I might have done wrong, I 
love you. I’ve not always told the truth, but that’s the one 
thing I never lied about. I loved you from the moment I saw 
you, I never stopped loving you and I shall love you to my 
last hour and beyond 

Angelina was asleep, almost. The mink coat was still soak- 
ing wet, but her hair had begun to dry, it always dried fast, 
that fiie, silky baby hair of hers. She was just letting herself 
sink deeply into the soft cushion of sleep when Florian called 
her: “Angelina! Angelina! Angelina! Come here! Wake up 
and come to me ! ” 

“Not just now. Please let me rest a little. I’m tired.” 

“Angelina ! Angelina ! ” 

She opened her eyes and shook her head. A dream. Or head 
noises again. Confound Dr. Bryant’s symptoms of old age. She 
was staring into the black tunnel that had given her shelter 
and that now, before her eyes, began to take shape. Like the 
dim first contours on a negative in the developing fluid a large 
square of grey ^owly appeared on the blackness where the 
underpass opened out into the cruel night. There was a faiat 
motion of a distant light in that opening, it grew diffuse, trans- 
lucent, and then a yellow gleam ainted the strings of rain out 
there, it entered her shelter, and brushed along the wall and 
suddenly came into view with its precise pattern of brick and 
cement. The ailcam and its shining reflection grew sharper and 
stronger and the voice was calling with mounting urgcncy'^nd 
yet from an ever more remote, an inconceivable distance. Then 
she could see nothing but a great, blinding light. 

315 



“Yes, 1 am coming.” Angelina answered obediently, as she 
walked on her bare feet out into the rain, towards that light- 
The mink coat, a wet bundle of filth, was left behind. 


“I just can’t make head or tail of it ” Sheriff Lambson had 
muttered a few minutes earlier, wiping the rain from his face. 
“We’ve been over every darn inch of ground between the Pass 
and the river and there’s not a ffacc of Jinyfeody having had 
an accident. Now, to my experience, dead bodies don’t walk 
away by themselves, and injured people leave tracks.” Scratch- 
ing his corrugated forehead, he was training his flashlight on 
the report the train crew had left in Tokema and scanned it 
once more. “Makes no sense any way you look at it. Miss 
Ambros came into the lounge-car and asked for a drink after 
they had passed the Third Loop, and before they got to the 
Pass the old lady had disappeared. That leaves us abouV twelve 
miles at the utmost where to search for her. Okay, wc turned 
up every goddamned stone and if one of you can make sense 
of it ” 

“All I know is that Fve got to take an intra-uterinc tumour 
out a.m. and it’s past three now,” Dr. Gerrick grumbled. 

“Fd we’ve done all wc could and Fd say it’s high time 

wc got home.” 

McFarland, a person who by profession knew how to handle 
bodies, was si ill poking annmg the dripping scrub with his 
flashlight. Major Rycr.son had gone forward to the sheriff’s 
car wflicre Miss Ambros was sitting, very,, stiff, very erect, 
t/?rribly white-lipped, but clad in a countenance of slainle.ss 
steel. Ryerson felt an impulse to do something, anything, to 
melt her, thaw her out, make her cry or something. “Cigarette, 
Miss Ambros?” 

“Oh yes. Thanks. Thank you so much.” 

“This is a grim business. We men should have had more 
senSrT than to let you come along.” 

“No, that’s all right. 1 should have gone out of my mind if 
Fd had to wait in that station for the outcome.” 
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“Geoigc Watts told me how devoted you were — arc — to 
your niother. It must all seem so very callous to you. Miss 
Ambros; but ciriciency ifsually makes that impression/’ 

“It’s all my fault. I’d gladly be dead if that would help 
to bring Mother back to life — and I’m not given to melo- 
drama tics. Major ftyerson.” 

“I don’t wish to^ s-'mnd like a brainless. Godforsaken 
optimist. But I’ve my own theory. Miss Ambros. I don’t quite 
believe that yoiif mpthcr is^dcad. Perhaps she had strength 
enough to drag herself away. Or, what’s more probable, 
someone found her in the meantime and transported her 
olT in the other direction. There’s Winncmiicca down on 
Route 40.” 

A little flicker passed the stony face. “You have a lively 
imagination. Major Ryerson; that’s not an easy thing to live 
with. Frisky — a runaway horse if you can’t break it in early 
enough ’’ 

Is tlifit so? Ryerson thought. And what do von know about 
it, Miss Ambros, and what sort of a runaway horse is it you’re 
sitting on? 

“Mine is broken in, almost too housebroken, I’d say. You 
see. I’m trying to write short stories- and have them published 
too,” he said through a screen of embarrassment. 

Her Kmg grey eyes looked at him steadily. “Is that the 
reason ycni joined this picnic? Are you on the scent of a nice 
juicy plot.^” she said and it was curious that it sounded sad 
ratlicr than incisive. 

“I’m afraid my reasons arc not so clear-cut, but I assure 
you that there were enough thrilling plots in the Pacific to 
last me a lifetime. Let’s suppose that I came along bccaus^e 
I thought I could probably be of some use. Or does that seem 
too uncomplicated?” 

“No. It seems very kind. F\irgivc my being rude. My nerves 
are on edge.” Her hand came hesitantly out of the car window 
and waited fof his. He quickly pulled oil his glove and received 
this cold hand in his warm one and held it there for anolhcr 
second. “There comes the shcrilT, let's sec what he has decided. 
In any case— keep your chin up, Joy.” 
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“It’s a fairly tough chin and — thanks for the cigarette. 
Thanks for everything.” 

' “We are going on to Winnemucca'to see if she’s been taken 
there by chance,” the sheriff announced, getting back into the 
car. “Just try and relax, lady. We’ll find your inotlier yet, 
dead or alive. 

Dead or alive, thought Joy, whate>*»T/t is, it seems the end 
of me. If she is dead, I’il have myself locked away in some 
institution. If she’s alive, she’ll J^ave me, in prison if it costs 
her last breatli. Poor Charley ! It’s tough luck having a mother 
and a sister both of whom meant a bit too well by you. What 
a bitter joke, to come out of the war without a scratch and 
get this for a home-coming party. Poor little brother, poor 
Charley. Oh hell, don’t get soft now, you fool, keep your chin 
up, Joy, relax, lady, relax 

The car screamed on the wet highway as Deputy McFarland 
jammed on the brakes, and the ambulance behind humped 

into them with a sharp jolt. “What in hell ” the sherilT said, 

staring at the apparition that emerged from the underpass 
and stood, barefoot, and with raised arms, in the beam of their 
hcadliglits. There were a few utterly confused moments which 
none of them could remember afterwards, but it seemed that 
they'll were tufnbling from the two cars and running towards 
Angelina; Joy, far in front, was tearing ahead of the field like 
a champion racehorse at the finish. “Mother.” she cried as 
loudly as she could but not a sound came from her throat, 
“Molher. you’re alive. Mother, you didn’t die, thank you, oh, 

thank you ” She did not know what she wanted to do — 

take the small, white-haired figure in her arms, lift her. carry 
her, kiss her, thank her again and again for being alive. Bui 
she stopped short and blocked the soundless outburst, two 
steps fiom Angelina, and the next moment the men had caught 
up with them, talking, asking questions, one shouting louder 
than the other. Now, thought Joy. Now she will tell them. 
Now^it’s all over with me. Charley, poor, poor Charley. 

T^l'cvcr had Angelina been smaller, frailer, more helpless, 
more compelling. Tiny, dirty bare feet, face streaked with mud 
and tears, thin, old, yet still graceful legs crusted with blood; 
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her white hair curling up like a wispy halo and her body 
covered by a ragtag medley of underwear and blouse and 
girdle and her good Rotker scarf instead of a skirt. But in 
spile ot all this, Angelina was smikng. It was a slow smile, 
an angefic smile that came up like a tiny sunrise, a new, very 
kind smile, which, however, had a little spice#ol a sly, feminine 
understanding in it. J^ov did not grasp the meaning 5t that 
smile until Angelina spoke. 

‘1 am sorry to cause all this trouble,” she said sweetly. 
‘‘You must for^'e me, please — George — Major Ryerson — 
and you, gentlemen. I’m such a foolish old woman — and my 
heart is not very strong — I must have had one of my dizzy 
spells, you know — and 1 fell oil the train. Such a nuisance — 
and so silly ol me ” 

d here was, Joy believed, an almost amused little wink of 
conspiracy in Mother’s right eye. A mountain began to move 
and to shift itself and to leave the place in Joy’s breast where* 
it had been resting its v^eiglit as far back as she could remem- 
ber. “Mother — dear — dear ” she sighed, and then she, too, 

began to smile. She did not know it, but she was smiling. 
Angelina had used the moment to give in at last and let 
herself faint in the sherilFs arms. Major RyersoA caught Joy. 
who, completely unfamiliar with the odd relieving thing 'that 
iiappcned to her, had also fainted. Unconscious for ^ few 
blissful seconds, she was still smiling. Ryerson looked wondcr- 
nigly into her suddenly transformed, suddenly soft and relaxed 
and beautiful face. 

Who knows? Perhaps . . . was what he thought. 

“Two blackout^, that’s the limit. Let’s get out from under 
the rain,” George Walts said gruffly, “before I drop too.” 
Stomping ahead, he led them into the shelter of the underpass 
where Angelina w'as bedded on the blanket McFarland had 
adroitly brought from the ambulance. Dr. Gerrick was kneel- 
ing over her with his stethoscope, listening, probing, testing. 
Joy came tte hriit. 

“How is'she. Doctor?” 

Dr. Gerrick got up with a grin. “Seems to be perfectly okay. 
Pulse normal, no fracture as far as T can see, heart all right. 
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Just pooped, that’s all. How many miles would you say she’s 
been tramping through the rain?” He let his flashlight flicker 
over the fragile, small, touchingly tender form of Angelina .iiiu 
shook his head. 

“Toughest liltJe old lady I’ve ever seen in my 'life,” he 
said. 
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